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What Marriage Means to Dick Powell 


Gable and Taylor Rivals? 
Read the Real 


bag pew 


“INCANTEVOLE!”’ 
Enchanting! It's the 
word for it in Venice 
—where music and 
moonlight and the fra- 
grance Gemey blend 
in a magic spell! 


The Glamour Ensemble in fragrance Gemey: Lipstick 75¢ + Tablet Rouge 75¢ 


Face Powder $1 


Look in tonight with the moonlight 
on Singapore or Samarkand, on the 
rippling waters of the Grand Canal 
or the dusky Vale of Kashmir. Find 
romance and youth and beauty in 
any land. And you find, too, the 
magic that is fragrance Gemey. 
What is the secret of this perfume 
that has charmed its way around the 
world? Why is it high in the favor of 
lovely women everywhere? Now in 


Dusting Powder $1 


Cucumber Lotion $1 


America you may know! For Richard 
Hudnut presents, at your favorite per- 
fume counter, a complete glamour en- 
semble in fragrance Gemey. There are 
powders and scents, rouges and lip- 
sticks, eau de cologne and enchant- 
ments for the skin and hair. Through 
them all is woven this single thread of 
fragrance . . . one young and joyous 
perfume in all your beauty essentials 


.. . thatthe world may know as you! 


coc 


Soe 


WORLD 
PREFERRED 


Fragrance Gemey 
(Jem-may ) in crys- 
tal clear dressing 
table flacons, $2.50 
$4.50 and $15. 


RICHARD HUDNUT 


New otk Fidis 


londonie ji Toronto .... Buenos Aires....- Mexico City 
Berlin ....Vienna....Capetown.... Sydney... . Shanghai 
Rio de Janeiro..... Havana..... Bucharest ..... Budapest 


Lovely lashes demand her attention 
but not a second for her tender gums 


How offen such neglect leads 
to real denial tragedies... 
give your gums the benefit 
of Ipana and Massage. 


ET her labor over her lashes until she 
is late for the show...let her spend 
time and money on her favorite brands 
of cosmetics and cold cream. But will 
someone please tell her about her dull, 
dingy smile—a smile that distorts a face 
even as beautiful as hers? 
Yet she could have—can have—teeth 
that sparkle with brilliant whiteness... 


Kemenber 


@ good tooth paste, 
like a good dentist, 
is never a luxury. 


a smile both good-looking and lovely to 
look at. But not until she knows the 
meaning of that tinge of “pink” on her 
tooth brush—knows it and does some- 
thing about it! 

Never Ignore “Pink Tooth Brush” 


“Pink tooth brush” is a distress signal. 
When you see it—see your dentist. Usu- 
ally, however, it only means gums that 
have grown tender because of our mod- 
ern soft foods—gums that need more 
work—and, as your dentist will so often 
advise, gums that need the stimulating 
help of Ipana Tooth Paste and massage. 


SCREENLAND 


Ce a 


For Ipana with massage is designed to 
help benefit your gums as well as clean 
your teeth. Rub a little extra Ipana on 
your gums every time you brush your 
teeth. Those lazy gums quicken as new 
circulation wakens in the tissues. The 
gum walls themselves gain new health, 
new firmness. 

Play safe. Even before you see that 
tinge of “pink,” schedule yourself for 
this modern dental health routine as 
one sensible and effective way to help 
the health of your teeth and gums. Your 
smile will be brighter, more attractive 
and appealing—and safer: 


te Faste 
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How Bob loves—and how 
Jean loves it!...It’s a merry 
mad farce in the M-G-M 
**Libeled Lady” manner — 
which means high-powered 
romance mixed in with the 
laughs!...Here’s the merri- 
est of Springtime pictures! 


isquerades as her butler, so her *- 
ied society ‘friends ‘won't sus- 
ectishe's flat broke... 


, Who s ould Jean’s honor-guest be but - Bob’s ‘the boy to «clear up: complica: 


s' fortune-hunting brother, who — tions—so he becomes Jean's persona! 
«thinks Jean. is an heiress! : os property, item No. 1 


with Regin a d Owen 
/yin* syer Picture > Produced ‘by John W.. Considine, Jr. 
‘Directed by W.S. VAN DYKE 


Director of “(A fter‘the Thin Man“’ 
San-Francisco’ and others 


SCREENLAND 


-EuizasetH Witson, Western Representative 


As Rare 
As A Garbo 
Autograph! 


That's the best description we can 
give you of our forthcoming feature 
on Fred Astaire! The interviews 
granted by the great dancing star 
are as scarce as Greta's signatures— 
but ScreENLAND has the inside track, 
as usual, on which one of Hollywood's 
best writers speeds right in to the 
Astaire “presence’’ and swings out 
again with the most amusing, and 
definitely authentic story Fred has 
ever given. The new Astaire-Rogers 
musical romance, “Shall We Dance?,"' 
will be hitting the screens just about 
the same time as our exclusive 
"scoop" feature will be hitting the 
news-stands in the June issue of The 
Smart Screen Magazine—on sale 
May 4th. 

In the extremely unlikely event that 
there may actually be one or two per- 
sons not interested in Fred Astaire, 
well add that there are other 
"scoops in the May issue—more 
than one story they said we ‘'couldn't 
get,’ but of course, SCREENLAND 
always gets its scoop! You'll read 
some fascinating features in this big 
Spring number—remember, the June 
issue, on sale May 4th. 


onsibility for their safety. Yearly 
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Sea 
Devils 


(RKO- 
Radio) 


Cut to the pattern of “Cockeyed World” 
and such previous McLaglen films, with 
Preston Foster as Victor’s sparring partner. 
There’s a swell comedy start, an over- 
strained and muddled dramatic middle, and 
a very exciting finish—spectacular in show- 
ing rescues by the Coast Guard. McLaglen 
is the non-com in the Guard; Foster the 
girl-in-every-port sailor type. Ida Lupino 
is McLaglen’s daughter. The acting is fine, 


Murder 
Goes to 
a College 
x . 
\ (Para- 
mount) 


Lynne Overman is finally given a break 
by Paramount, and he more than lives up 
to his opportunity. As the flatfoot who pro- 
motes himself a job solving a mystery sur- 
rounding the death of a college professor, 
Overman displays fine acting talents in 
what shapes up as a rather good part. 
Larry Crabbe, Astrid Allwyn, Marsha 
Hunt, and Roscoe Karns round out a 
nicely balanced cast. You'll find it pleasing. 


Time 
Out for 


Romance 


tury-Fox) 


Michael Whalen and Claire Trevor again 
teamed (and very successfully), in an un- 
pretentious but highly amusing story about 
a runaway bride who hitch-hikes her way 
into the heart of a chap driving to Cali- 
fornia in a caravan of new cars. Story 
lines get tangled a bit, but it’s no matter; 
the romance is pleasing, and this makes 
good entertainment. Joan Davis, Bennie 
Bartlett, Chick Chandler and others, good. 


The Man 
Who 
Could 
Work 

Miracles 


{Korda- 
United 
Artists) 


Droll fantasy written for the screen by 
H. G. Wells, and diverting in a way very 
different from the usual film entertainment, 
and worth seeing on that account. Roland 
Young, supported by an all-English cast, 
does a capital job of acting as the retail 
clerk who suddenly is endowed with the 
power to perform miracles, and finds the 
power far too great for his peace of mind. 
Not exciting, but clever and unusual. 
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(20th Cen- 


TAGGING 


the TALKIES 


Delight Evans’ Reviews 
on Pages 52-53 


Girl 
Over- 
board 


(Uni- 
versal) 


This has its moments—dramatically that 
is—while Gloria Stuart as an innocent sus- 
pect of murder plays tenderly and with 
charm. Nice, restrained, polished acting is 
offered by Walter Pigeon, district attorney 
who harbors Gloria, ignorant at first she 


is wanted for a crime, after she has helped | 


save his son in a fire aboard ship. Billy 
Burrud is the boy, and he plays the part 


in his usual sure way. Routine movie fare. | 


When's 
Your 


Birthday 


(RKO- 
Radio) 


If you like Joe E. Brown, you'll be thor- 
oughly satisfied with this, his newest riot 
of fun—incidentally his first under the 
RKO banner. The story, running true to 
the star’s type, is all about Joe’s extrav- 


agant adventures while working his way | 


through an astrological college—if you can 
imagine! You'll like Marian Marsh, Fred 
Keating, Maude Edburne, and Suzanne 
Karen in their parts too. Laughs here. 


23, 
Hours’ 
Leave 


(Grand 
National) 


he 


94 


Douglas MacLean achieves a life-long | 
ambition—to produce the film that estab- | 


lished him as a silent screen star—with this 


fairly amusing comedy of World War days 


among the dough-boys. It should please 
you if you have the average film-goer’s 
taste for humor and romance. James Ellison 
sings a couple of good songs and gives 
a nice interpretation in the leading rdle. 
Terry Walker plays opposite him nicely. 


Michael 
Strogoft 


(RKO- 
Radio) 


Jules Verne’s thrilling fiction about the 
young Russian officer who braves death 
to defeat enemies of his Czar, retold in 
exciting and spectacular style. Anton Wal- 
brook, Continental star, makes his Holly- 
wood début, proving an actor of skill and 
personal magnetism. Elizabeth Allan, Fay 
Bainter, Margot Grahame, Eric Blore, and 
particularly Akim Tamiroff as the villain, 
are noteworthy. See it if you like action 


John 
Meade's 


Woman 


(Para- 
mount) 


Edward Arnold as a ruthless lumber 
magnate gives a truly sincere interpreta- 
tion; Francine Larrimore is brilliant in 
her film début, proves a definite screen bet; 
George Bancroft as Arnold’s pal has his 
best part in a long while. But, alas, the 
story is not up to the measure of this fine 
acting, and while the film is fairly satis- 
factory from an audience-interest stand- 
point, it should have been far, far better. 


There seems to be a cycle of films attack- 
ing superstition and bigotry. In this entry 
to the field it’s a doctor who suffers be- 
cause of ignorance and erroneous view- 
point. Warren William, as the doctor, is 
good, as is Karen Morley in the role of 
enemy and sweetheart. But Lewis Stone’s 
is the outstanding acting contribution here. 
John Wray, Esther Dale, Jackie Moran 
and others supply good support. Fair. 


Maybe we remember too vividly the pre- 
vious telling of this story of the lady crook 
who sacrifices all for love of a rich noble- 
man. Or. maybe we like Joan Crawford 
when she’s not being so elegant. At any 
rate, this lacks conviction and lustre. The 
three-star combination of Joan, William 
Powell and Robert Montgomery is bound 
to interest, though as things go Frank 
Morgan and Jessie Ralph take the honors. 


How 


Career Girls 
overcome the 
greatest handicap 
to success 


WISINESS)2 1 thejstage: = - 
teaching ... other professions 
_.. each is a field sizzling with 
fierce competition in which no 
quarter is asked and none given. 


Who has the better chance of 
getting ahead — a girl whose 
breath is sweet and fresh or one 
whose breath is a continual of- 


fense to others? 
* * * 


Be Ever On Guard 


Common sense gives you the answer. 
Today only the dull and stupid fail to 
recognize the threat of halitosis (bad 
breath) and the harm it can do. The fas- 
tidious, the intelligent appraise it for 
what it is—a constant menace that may 
be present one day and absent the next. 
They are continually on guard against it. 


There has always been one safe product 
especially fitted to correct halitosis pleas- 
antly and promptly. Its name is Listerine, 
and it is the pleasantest tasting, most de- 
lightful mouth wash you can use. 


When you rinse your mouth with 
Listerine here 1s what happens. 


Four Benefits 


(1) Fermentation of tiny food particles 
(the major cause of breath odors) is in- 
stantly halted. 

(2) Decaying matter is swept from 
large areas on mouth, gum, and tooth 
surfaces. 

(3) Millions of bacteria capable of caus- 
ing odors are destroyed outright. 

(4) The breath itself—indeed, the en- 
tire mouth—is freshened and sweetened. 


Imitations Fail 


' Many imitations of it have failed either 
a4 because they could not do what Listerine 
t f does; because they did not meet standard 
a requirements for an antiseptic; or because 
they were too strong, too harsh, or too 

bitter to be tolerated. 


Of the imitations that remain, a very 
. large number lack Listerine’s speedy action 
and efficiency. 


al Don’t Offend Others 


When you want such freshening and deo- 
dorizing effect without danger, use Lister- 
ine. Use it every morning and every night, 
and between times before business and 
social engagements, so that you do not 
offend. LambertPharmacalCo.,St.Louis,Mo. 
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Greet Fernand Gravet, gay 


and gallant star of "The King 
and the Chorus Girl,"’ who 


brings a grand new brand of 
romantic humor to the screen 


As dapper and 
debonair as the 
Duke of Windsor, 
to whom he bears 
a rather startling 
resemblance, Fer- 
nand Gravet is 
Europe's latest 
gift to Holly- 
wood, accepted 
with thanks! Left, 
with his co-star, 


Joan Blondell. 


CREENLAND hails a new star! “The King and the Chorus 

Girl,” Mervyn LeRoy’s first production on his own, intro- 
duces to our American audiences the male cinema pet of 
Europe, Fernand Gravet, and we believe he will soon belong 
to that small select circle which includes Gable, Taylor, and 
Tyrone Power. Yes, Gravet is that good! He has disarming 
charm—enabling him to resist classification as a handsome 
hero because of his audacious sense of humor; and still to 
escape typing as a comedian because of his suave good looks! 
Gravet has been fortunate in his first American film, for 
LeRoy has directed with vitality as well as finesse; and Joan 
Blondell is surely Hollywood’s supreme soubrette in the 
co-starring spot of this film introducing Fernand Gravet. 


8 


OY ITIL ILILILIZLIL IL IZZIE 
rr2 


VP 


”” “YOU SAID A 


‘'WAIKI 


says 


“Girls, until you've seen Bing make love to Shirley the way 
they do on the beach at Waikiki, oh... boy... you ain't 
seen nothing. And Bob Burns is no slouch as a Hawaiian 
lover himself. Why he has me so excited | actually sing 
Hawaiian. And, speaking of singing. . . wait'll you hear 
Bing and Shirley croon those new Rainger and Robin dit- 
ties... .‘Sweet Is the Word For You’...‘Blue Hawaii’. ..‘In 
A Little Hula Heaven’. . .‘Okleohao’ and ‘Sweet Leilani’. 


Yeah, man...’Waikiki Wedding’ is some party...and how! 


2g 


“ . = i 
WAIKIKI WEDDING wis, BING crosBy - BOB BURNS - MARTHA RAYE 
SHIRLEY ROSS > George Barbier * A Paramount Picture directed by Frank Tuttle 


SCREENLAND 


@ One look at my coated tongue told me 
why I was headachy, desk-weary, out of 
sorts. I was constipated, bilious. But the 
laxatives I had always taken were so re- 
pulsive. Right there and then I decided to 
stop being a martyr to bad-tasting “doses.” 
I got a box of FEEN-A-MINT, the popu- 
lar chewing gum laxative my friends 
praised as modern, really different ! 


@ FEEN-A-MINT worked like a charm. 
Next day I felt like a million. Headache 
gone. Stomach sweet as clover. Back came 
the old appetite and pep. I looked better, 
felt better, slept better. And believe me, 
FEEN-A-MINT is a pleasure to take. It 
really tastes good and it certainly acts 
smoothly! No wonder it’s popular. 


Bek 


@ According to scien- 
tists, one of the chief 
differences in FEEN-A- 
MINT is the 3 minutes of chewing. This 
is what helps make it so thorough and de- 
pendable. FEEN-A-MINT acts gently in 
lower bowel—not in the stomach. No grip- 
ing. No upset digestion. Not habit-forming. 
Economical. Try FEEN-A-MINT, the de- 
licious mint-flavored laxative used and 
praised by more than 16 million, young and 
old. Write for free sample. Dept. T-10, 
FEEN-A-MINT, Newark, N.J. 
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. Leading man 


. Co-star in 


SCREENLAND’S 


Crossword Puzzle 


By Alma Talley 


ACROSS 


. He’s married to Frances Dee 
. These two brothers are famous 


roles 
in ‘That Girl 


for ‘‘heavy”’ 
From _Paris’’ Ws 
‘Love on the Run 
“Happy,” comedian in 
‘Champagne Waltz’’ 


. Conscious 0 

. Indian tribe 

. Background for movie 
. Exist 

22. Sun-god 

. Ever 


(contraction) 


24. A drab color 


26. He sings fine in 
. Neither 

. Hoarders 

. Utilized 

. To lounge about 
3. Opposite of yes 
. Related 

. Her diary was a sensation 

. Part of to be 

« Inlet 

. To mend 

. Fighter’s protective covering 
. Thick cords 

. True 

- You and me 

. Depart 


"“Maytime”’ 


Singing star of ‘‘When You're 


in Love”’ 


. Glad 

. Wager 

. Paid notice 

. Trite, flat 

. Ancient musical stringed 


in- 
strument 


. Toward 
. Scope 


“You Only 
_movie) 


Live (a 


. Ginger’s co-star 

. Conducted 

. Pitcher 

. Norse God of Thunder 
. Card game 

. Myself 

. First woman 


westarno£ 


WOBINYDYVAWNE 


. To inquire 

. College officials 

. The screen’s Juliet 

. Film that made Ginger 


. Comedienne 
. Her new one is 
. Any popular screen hero 
. Story 


. Part of the body 
. What a cow would do 


. Orchestra 


. Stir, trouble 


. Star of ‘“‘Cain and Mabel’ 
. School children use this to 
write on 
. The father, in ‘Don't Turn 
"Em Loose’’ 
Tilts 


. Oliver Hardy’s team-mate 
. Belief 
. You can’t throw these at ham 


movie actors 


DOWN 


“A Star is Born’’ 
Co-star in ‘‘Beloved Enemy’’ 
Nickname for Yale 


. Shelf-like projection on hillside 
. Slang greeting 


Not hard 


. To piece out 

. Ceremonies 

. Biblical pronoun 
. Co-star of *' 
. Female sheep 

. Continent (abbrev.) 


The Plainsman”’ 


Star of “Green Light’ 
“Mr. Deeds To 
Town” 


. English title 
. Splendor of dress 


Sums up 


. Eggs 

3 Te stick color 

8. Sat for photographers 
. One episode in a movie 


. Malt drink 

. Broom of. twigs 
’ His new one is 

. College yell 

. Greasing 

. Charity 

. Divisions of film 
. Wooden case 

. Follow tracks left b 
. Underground parts of plan 
. Indefinite periods of time 
- Regular 


. Greek letter 

. Romantic lead in 
Million’’ 

. Tatter 

. Nearby 

. Highway (abbrev.) 

. And, in a French version 


“One 


Answer to 


Last Month’s Puzzle 


“Espionage’’ 


someone 


ts 


. He’s married to Joan Crawford 


In a 


- 
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stars 

in “‘Born 
to Dance’’ 

“Love 
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IN ONE THRILL-PACKED NIGHT 
YOU'LL LIVE THE Apvenre’ OF A LIFETIME! 


Pictures may come. and: pic- 
“tures may go—but here at last 
is a picture destined to live 
forever! The favorite romance 
of millions, by the favorite 
story teller of all the world. 
-A motion picture you'll long 
love and long remember! 
-Warner Bros. present ; 
MARK TWAIN’S 


Novel of All-Time Fame 


THE 


mi 


and the 


PAUP 


with 


ERROL FLYNN 
CLAUDE RAINS 
HENRY STEPHENSON 
BARTON MicLANE 


and THE 


SMAUCH TWINS. 


BILLY & BOBBY 
Patric Knowles - Montague Love — 
_ Fritz Leiber - Donald Crisp 
Alan Hale - Anne Howard 
“— Directed by WILLIAM KEIGHLEY 


: le V4 

¥ nutt hos 
Produced on a Massive Scale ES WwW 
1000's in the Cast...3 Years = 
in Preparation... 7 Months 
to Film in the World’s Great: 
est Motion Picture Studios 


‘ 
€ 


BOBBY-THE PRINCE & - BILLY-THE PAUPER 
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No wonder ao 


we cain mahe thes amazing offer 


>>> Thousands 
of smart women 
owe their lovely, 


slender figures to 
PERFOLASTIC! 


@ Because we re- 
ceive enthusiastic 
letters in every mail 
. . because we find. 
most Perfolastic 
wearers reduce 
more than 3 inches 
in 10 days ..we 
believe we are now 
justified in making 
this amazing offer! 
Test it for yourself 
without risk! 


“My hips measured 
43 inches. Now they 
are only 34% inches!” 


Miss Billie Brian, 
La Grange, Ky. 


““‘T immediately 
became 3 inches 
smaller in the hips 
when first fitted.” 


Miss Ouida Browze, 
Briarcliff Manor,N.Y. 


“Lost 9 inches from my 
hips and never felt better 


Miss Rose Grasmick 
Scottsbluff, Neb, 


“I never owned a girdle 
liked so much and 
I reduced 26 pounds.” 


Miss Esther Marshall 
Vallejo, Calif. 


These 
excerpts 
re quoted 
with full 

permission, 


| oes 


f t Notary Public 


“My hips have 
been reduced 9 
inches without 
slightest diet.” 


Miss Jean Healy, 
New York, N.Y. 


& You need not diet 
or take dangerous 
drugs or tiring exer- 
cises. You will appear 
inches smaller at once, 


and will be so com- 
fortable you can 
scarcely realize thatthe 
gentle pressure and 
massage-like action of 
your Perfolastic Girdle 
and Briassiere are 
actually reducing hips, 
thighs, waist and 
diaphragm.. just those 
spots where the ugly 
fat first accumulates. 
Girdle or Brassiere 
may bewornseparately, 


SEND for 10 DAY 
FREE TRIAL OFFER 
and sampie of Material! 


See for yourself the 
delightful quality of the 
material and the soft, 
silky lining! Read the 
astonishing experi- 
ences of prominent 
women! Know the 
details of the 10-day 
FREE trial offer! 


Dept. 735, 
Please send 
‘and i 


Brassiere, also sample of perforated material and 
particulars of your 10-DAY FREE TRIAL OFFER! 


Z me FREE BOOKLET describing 
illustrating the new Perfolastic Girdle and 


Name 
Address 


Inside the 


It's one of the gayest, most hospitable and homey households in all Hollywood, 

that presided over by Jobyna Ralston Arlen, hosted by Dick, and bossed by Rickey 

Arlen, Jr., shown above with his beaming parents. Below, right, Dick and Joby 
sample their tempting buffet luncheon just before their guests arrive. 


VERY Sunday morning—and_ other 
mornings when he’s in town and not 
working—Richard Arlen plays golf. 

“Bing Crosby, Randy Scott, Humphrey 
Bogart, Ed Kennedy, Babe Hardy and 
Fred Morrison—he’s a_ professional—play 
too, if they can,’ commented Dick, “so 
Joby is usually prepared to give us a golf 
luncheon after the game. Sometimes Joby 
plays, and once in a while the other wives 
—except Dixie Lee who doesn’t know how 
—but the real golf luncheon is a man’s 
meal.” 

The Arlen home is a rambling, red- 
roofed, hospitable place in Toluca Lake 
with a garden, badminton court, swimming 
pool and playground. “Mr. and Mrs. Rich- 
ard Arlen” says the brass plate on the front 
door, and ‘““Welcome” says the rug on the 
floor before the fireplace. 

The long living-room is the sort of place 
that makes you feel immediately at home 
with its open fire, comfortable chairs, and 
piano, Dick showed me a carved brass 
chest next to the fireplace which holds his 
latest prized possession, a real leather 
saddle bought in Mexico. 

“Now all we need is the horse!” giggled 
Joby, appearing from the hall clad in pale 
blue slacks with a scarlet tie. She looked 
like a little girl from grammar _ school, 
while Dick, in his white sweater with red 
and blue stripes, was most collegiate—and 
handsome. 

Rickey, the three-year-old son and heir, 
came bubbling in to dispel the schooldays 
illusion. 

“He’s been to a birthday party,” said 
Joby, “and he simply couldn’t understand 
why he shouldn’t open the presents. That’s 
his favorite sport. You see, he’s never had 
a birthday party of his own; his first an- 
niversary we spent in France, where we 
knew no other babies; his second came 


| while we were in New York, and the same 


thing was true; the last time we were in 
England, but we surely hope to be at home 
when he’s four and give the poor child a 
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Golf luncheon at the Rich- 
ard Arlens'—good fun and 
good cheer! 


By Betty Boone 


chance. He disgraced me today, trying to 
insist on what he thought were his rights 
about opening packages. The other chil- 
dren were old hands at birthday parties, 
but Rickey had no precedents. Was I 
embarrassed ?” 

“Let me bang up the fire!” interrupted 
Rickey, urgently. 

“Just a little Britisher,” observed his 
father, “ ‘Bang up the fire’ means poke it 
—that’s all Rickey learned over there, so 
far as I know. Banging up fires is his 
chief delight.” 

(Please turn to page 14) 
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the night—hand in hand-—heart to heart Looking into each others heart—to find 
—together... Facing danger—sharing ad- each other. 4 oA through the night—arm 


venture—together... Pursued by hatreds in arm—escaping together... Tomorrow 


\ 


and passions —lost amid perils too great held their destiny. . Tonight held their love 


Directed by JACQUES FEYDER e By James Hilton, famous Author of “Lost Horizon” e Released thru United Artists 
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Rickey, absorbed in the “Banging,” 
mumbled cheerfully to himself. Dick jerked 
a thumb at him and grinned: “Just a chip 
off the old block, you notice; all he does 
is grunt—never a tap of work!” 

“Speaking of England,” put in Joby, “we 
loved it, of course, but I simply couldn't 
get used to the heavy food. They eat so 
much meat, practically no vegetables, and 
what there are seem cooked to pieces! 

“You really should have seen-me trying 
to use a knife and fork on a grape! No 
kidding, they actually use knives and forks 
for fruit, instead of picking them up as we 
do, They hold their pears on a fork while 
they peel them, then cut them up and use 
the fork to convey them to their mouths. 
I managed the pears, but when they began 
on the grapes I gave up! 

“One dish I was crazy about, though, 
was what we would call Mulligan stew— 
old-fashioned stew with meat, potatoes, 
vegetables, whatever you have left in the 
house all cooked together. It’s always good, 
but the English make it still more delicious 
by covering the whole thing with a delect- 
able crust. Is that good!” 

Which brought us to the golf luncheon. 
Joby served it buffet style. 

Today she had lobsters, Dick’s favorite 
dish, crusty rolls, baked macaroni, corn 
pudding and scalloped spinach. 


BAKED MACARONI 


Break 1% lb. macaroni into pieces 

Cook in boiling water with a little salt 
until tender. 

Drain well and put a layer of maca- 
roni in the bottom of well-buttered 
baking dish. 

Sprinkle well with grated Kraft cheese 
and small pieces of butter, a bit of 
salt, then more macaroni and so on 
filling the dish. 

Then sprinkle the top with cracker 
crumbs (Crax Butter Wafers are 
good). 

Pour over all a cup of cream or milk 
and bake for half an hour. 


CORN PUDDING 
Music in the air—romance in your eyes. Tell him with your eyes—for beautiful eyes may 1 can of Heinz Corn 

say what lips dare not. The charm of alluring eyes can be yours — instantly, easily, with 72 ae milk 

just a few simple touches of Maybelline Mascara — to make your lashes appear naturally | ~ 2 teaspoons flour or cornstarch 
long, dark and luxuriant. 


No longer need you deny yourself the use of make-up for your most important beauty 


Beat egg white and yoke separately; 
add corn to the yolk of egg, also flour 


feature — your eyes. You can avoid that hard, ‘‘made-up” look that ordinary mascaras or cornstarch and milk. Then fold in 
give by using either the new Maybelline Cream-form Mascara, or the popular Maybelline egg white. Bake in well-buttered bak- 
Solid-form Mascara—both give the soft natural appearance of long, dark, curling lashes. ing dish about 20 minutes to half an 
At cosmetic counters everywhere. : 
Loveliness demands — eyebrows softly, gracefully, expressively formed. For this, use SCALLOPED SPINACH 
the largest-selling, smoothest-marking Eyebrow Pencil in the world — by Maybelline. 2 cups cooked spinach 
Compiete loveliness demands — the final, exquisite touch of eyelids softly shaded 2 tablespoons minced onion 
with a subtle, harmonizing tint of Maybelline Eye Shadow — it means so much to the 72 teaspoon salt 
i 4 4 teaspoon penper 
color and sparkle of your eyes. i ege (slightly beaten) 
Generous purse sizes of all Maybelline Eye Beauty Aids at 10c stores. The preference Y% cup milk 
of more than 11,000,000 discriminating women the world over. % cup buttered crumbs 


Warm the spinach, put through 
sieve, add all ingredients except 
crumbs. Greased baked dish. Cover 
with crumbs. Moderate oven until 
brown (about 15 minutes). Serves 6. 
If you can’t get fresh spinach, use 


Gerber’s. 
Mabelline Cream- W 5 aa “These are all hearty dishes—you 
(orn Atiwcera' in fothueaeiacestrer  Maxbelingsmoat,  Shagow. Blue, | wouldn't dare offer them all to women,” 
Beene Oaia a en bag.Black,Brown, Pencil. Black, eee Su eno laughed Joby, “not Hollywood women, 
75c. Refills 35c. Pine ec: Ec waapee: an Te anyway! I suppose the cli nate in England 
has an effect on appetite, for they seem to 
eat more heartily than we do without put- 
: ting on pounds. 
4 : e : “Everything over there seemed so slow 
. | after being used to the way we live here. 
i : f Keren I don’t suppose it’s good for us to rush 
SS z about as we do, but we like it. We decided 
THE WORLD'S LARGEST SELLING EYE BEAUTY AIDS Seti 


to move one morning, I looked around and 
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found the place I wanted and told the man 
who showed it to me that Id take it. 
“When would you wish to take posses- 
sion, madam?’ he asked. : 
“This afternoon, I replied. Well, of 
course, it couldn't be done! It never had 
been done. He'd need at least a week’s 
notice. I couldn’t see why—the place was 
empty, we were ready to move in, why 
wait? He thought we were completely mad, 
but we moved in!” 
“Coming back to food,” put in Richard, 
gently separating his small son from a half 
lobster, “one thing I’m really crazy about 
is Chinese stuff. I’ve found a swell Chinese 
café near the studio, where I eat when I 
can, and sometimes Joby puts on a Chinese 
luncheon for us. Tell her about that, Joby.” 
_ "That’s a meal for a cool day,” said 
Joby. “I serve a big dish of some grand 
Chinese mess—chop suey or chow mein— 
a green salad—hot tea biscuits—a special 
dessert that men like, and hot tea. Our 
cook has a good recipe for chop suey.” 


Inside the Arlen home. Joby and 
Dick Arlen in one of the many 
very attractive rooms of the home 


we visit in this month's article. 


CHOP SUEY 


Trim the fat irom 1 1b. boned pork 
chops, place the fat in a saute pan and 
cut the pork in small cubes. Fry out 
the fat, add 2 medium-sized onions cut 
in thin slices and cook until soft and 
clear; add the pork dice and cook 10 
minutes; add % lb. cooked diced 
chicken, 4 cups bean sprouts, 4 cups 
thinly sliced celery and % cup Japanese 
soyu. Cook until the celery and bean 
sprouts are tender, add a seasoning of 
salt and serve very hot in a border of 
seasoned steamed rice. Hormel’s canned 
chicken is excellent. 


“We haven’t any family recipe for hot 
tea biscuits—we just let the cook go her 
own sweet way there. Oh, I do know a 
dessert I ought to serve some time! I 
haven't had it yet, because I never thought 
of it before, but it’s an old-fashioned dish.” 


FLOATING ISLAND 


Heat 1 qt. milk to scalding but not 
boiling point; beat the yolks of 4 eggs 
with 4 tablespoons sugar, 2 teaspoons 
vanilla, and pour gradually over them 
1 cup hot milk; then turn all into a 
saucepan and boil until it begins to 
thicken. When cool turn over thinly 
sliced sponge cake spread with jam and 
arrange in a deep compote. Beat the 
egg whites very, very stiff, whipping 
with them a little soft currant jelly. 
Drop the whip by tablespoonfuls on 
top of the custard and place a little 
block of currant jelly on the top of 
each island. Serve very cold. 


DO YOU USE 
THE RIGHT SHADE OF 


FACE POWDER? 


Rachel Made 

Her Look 

Like This! ™=& 
61 Lidly Cather 


It’s amazing the number of women who use 
the wrong shade of face powder. 
It’s still more amazing what it does tothem! 
As any artist or make-up expert will tell 
you, the wrong shade of face powder will 
change your appearance altogether. It will 
make youlook years olderthan youreally are. 


A Common Mistake 


The great trouble is that women choose their 
face powdershades on thewrong basis. They try 
to match “type.” This is a mistake because you 
are not a “type,” but an individual. You may be 
a brunette and still have a very light skin or 
any one of a number of different tones between 
light and dark. The same holds true if you are 
a blonde or redhead. 

There is only one way to choose your shade 
of face powder and that is by trying on all ten 
basic shades. Maybe the shade you think least 
suited to youis your most becoming and flatter- 
ing. Thousands of women have been surprised. 


The Test That Tells! 


I want you to see if you are using the right 
shade of face powder or whether you should be 
using some other shade. So, I offer you all ten 
shades of Lady Esther Face Powder to try on, 
free of charge. 
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Beige 
Face Powder 
Made Her 

Look Like 


Try on each of the ten shades as if you had 
never used face powder before. Maybe you'll 
make a great discovery for yourself. Maybe 
you'll find a shade that will completely 
“youthify” your appearance. 

Mail the coupon today for the ten shades of 
Lady Esther Face Powder which will settle 
once and for all whether you are using the right 
shade or not. 


(You can paste this ona penny postcard) (33) | F R E E | 
Lady Esther, Ltd., 2062 Ridge Ave., Evanston, Ill. 
Please send me by return mail a liberal supply of all 


ten shades of Lady Esther Face Powder; also a purse- 
size tube of your Lady Esther Four-Purpose Face Cream. 


Name- 


Addressee 


OOO OF OOOOH Oe OEE OE OE Hne® 


City. State. 
Cf you livein Canada, write Lady Esther, Ltd., Toronto, Ont.) = 
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‘TAKE NO CHANCES | 
with Y2 Moylooi gia 


“IL certainly . 
use Forhan’s 


Get Beouble Protection 
This Way = 


Your dentist will tell you that to keep 
teeth white and sparkling, gums must be 
firm and healthy, too. To do both vital 
jobs—clean teeth and safeguard gums— 
an eminent member of the dental profes- 
sion created Forhan’s Tooth Paste. 

When you brush your teeth with 
Forhan’s, massage it gently into the 
gums just as dentists advise. Note how it 
stimulates the gums, how clean and fresh 
your whole mouth feels! Forhan’s costs 
no more than most ordinary tooth pastes, 
and the new big tube saves you money. 
Start using Forhan’s today. Also sold 


in Canada. 


CLEANS TEETH 
SAVES GUMS 


FORMULA OF R. J. FORHAN, D.D.S. 


DOES 
BOTH JCES 


No man ever fell in love with tired. dull eyes! 
Keep your eyes enchantingly clear, magnetic, 
thrilling! Use Ibath regularly...always be- 
fore an important “date”! Tired, red-rimmed 
eyes are soothed! Your eyes feel younger, 
look more lustrous. At drug stores, 50¢. 


McKesson & Robbins i ti 
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LADIES IN LOVE 


There is much said about movie-mad 
women. I can’t believe these women, or 
even one in a million, are actually in love 
with any screen man. The screen is the 
world of imagination, the players an ideal. 
The love-lorn ladies supposed to be in 
love with Bob Taylor, Fred MacMurray, 
Robert Montgomery, or the bu-bu-bub 
crooning of Bing Crosby, are in love with 
the ideal they personalize. For all the girls 
know the stars are unattainable, but hope 
their counterpart might come along any 
old day. 

Mrs. Henry Odum, 
620 Emory St., 
Covington, Ga. 


ROASTING RHYTHM 


Till never take to Burgess Meredith, 
Critics’ Pet. 
“Gangsters in the Rain” is what I call 
“Winterset.” 
Elspeth Trenchbrai, 


Mount Rainer, Md. 


THIS LIST SUIT YOU? 

In a recent issue Miss Virginia King 
offered her list of the ten prettiest Holly- 
wood women. I agree with her on two. 
However, here’s my list of the ten—in my 
opinion—handsomest screen actors: Robert 
Taylor, Clark Gable, Fredric March, John 
Howard, Henry Fonda, Randolph Scott, 
Fred MacMurray, Michael Whalen, Gene 
Raymond, Errol Flynn. 

Lorraine Zvonar, 
44 Brookdale Ave., 
Newark, N. J. 


AGREE ON ALICE 


I heartily agree with Sally Hirsch- 
kowitch’s letter declaring the title “Too 
Beautiful” should now be given to Alice 
Faye. In my estimation Alice deserves it 
more than any actress now in Hollywood. 

J. T. Boggs, 
Cheyenne, Okla. 


GONE WITH THE WIND 


Selections for the cast for “Gone With 
the Wind.” 

Scarlett O'Hara, Katharine Hepburn; 
Rhett Butler, Fredric March; Gerald 
O’Hara, Lionel Barrymore; Ellen O’Hara, 
Irene Dunne; Ashley Wilkes, Melvyn 
Douglas; Charles Hamilton, Franchot 
Tone or Ralph Forbes; Melanie Wilkes, 
Frances Dee; Aunt Pittypat, Edna May 
Oliver. 

Josephine McCormack, 
Calle Jovellar y N., 
Habana, Cuba 
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Decorative Alice! 
Letter-writers hail 
her beauty and 
talent, so here's 
Alice Faye pretty- 
ing our page ina 
scene our camera 
caught as she 
prettied her home 
with a lovely new 
picture. 


DISCOVERING GARBO 
After a great deal of persuasion by 
friends, I went to see “Camille.” Frankly, 
I used to thoroughly dislike Greta Garbo 
on the screen, but after I saw “Camille” I 
changed my mind. It is a beautiful picture, 
and Garbo gave one of the finest perform- 
ances I have ever seen. More power to her. 
Elaine Bernstein, 
3533S. anna ‘St., 
Fort Wayne, Ind. 


WHALEN WORSHIP 
Here’s to SCREENLAND for that grand 
story about Michael Whalen. After seeing 
him in his recent pictures, I’m convinced 
that this man Whalen should have bigger 
and better breaks. And _ speaking of 
moustaches—as some letter writers recently 


were—here’s to Michael Whalen’s! Long 
may it wave—or whatever moustaches do! 
Please keep it, Mike. 
Louise H. Guthery, 
714 W. Olympic Blvd., 
Los Angeles, Calif. 


Speaking of Pictures: 
What Have You to Say? 


Here's where the readers write what they think. 
Everything, from one writer's idea of the ten 
handsomest men on the screen, to Michael 
Whalen's moustache, is discussed. Perhaps you 
have a different idea as to who are the ten hand- 
somest screen men. Or maybe you just want to 
Salute a favorite: suggest the best type of réle 
for a certain star; or Snub some recent Holly- 
wood gesture. Whatever you have to say, here's 
the place to say it. Address letters to: Letter 
Dept., SCREENLAND, 45 West 45th St, New 
York, NY: 


SALUTE FOR LORETTA 


I have read (not here), where some 
have protested that Loretta Young is given 
too many choice roles; that she is merely 
beautiful with no great acting ability. I 
heartily disagree with that. I think Loretta 
is a truly sincere and talented actress, and 
the embodiment of charm. She gave mem- 
orable performances in “Ramona” and 
“Ladies in Love,” and I hope that she will 
go upward to greater acting heights in 
1937, 

Mildred R. Trammell, 
Mead, Okla. 


HISTORY MADE IN 
HOLLYWOOD 


My selections for highlights of the pass- 
ing season: 

Most promising discoveries: Frances 
Farmer, Tyrone Power. Greatest triumph : 
Norma Shearer’s “Juliet.” Growing fact: 
Jack Odakie’s waistline. Best laugh pro- 
voker: Ben Blue. Greatest disappointment : 
unintelligible, pouting Simone Simon. Most 
alarming sight: Garbo’s obvious age in 
“Camille.” Most publicized star: Bob Tay- 
lor. Most engaging smile: James Ellison’s. 
Talented Newcomer: Sonja Henie. 

Frances Chase, 
120 W. Norman Ave., 
Dayton, O. 


THE GREAT GRETA 


For some inexplicable reason I always 
sneered at the mere mention of the “Great 
Garbo.” But I don’t now—after seeing her 
in “Camille.” Even to usually scoffing, 
cynical me, the Great Garbo has passed 
the greatest of all tests—which is_ that 
not the Great Garbo but the realistically 
personified Marguerite Gautier went to her 
tragic doom before our eyes. 

Louis E. Palfty, 
138 15th Ave, N. E., 
Minneapolis, Minn. 


SIMONE AND TAYLOR? 


I have been trying for some time to pick 
out some young, sweet actress that J 
thought would be the ideal match for Rob- 
ert Taylor on the screen. Now I’ve found 
out who it is: the lovely Simone Simon. 
Are you with me fans? 

Audrey Hogan, 
11301 Florian Ave., 
Cleveland, O. 


SNUB FOR A SNUBBER 


Here’s a Snub in spades for Carmelita 
Impietro, who stated in a recent issue that 
Gary Cooper was the worst actor and Mar- 
lene Dietrich the worst actress. It seems 
the girl can’t judge acting. 

Betsy Perre, 
1820 Lanakila Ave., 
Honolulu, H. I. 


A SNUB AND A SALUTE 


I read ScrEENLAND regularly, and you 
can be sure I like it. But why, oh why, 
do people rave so about Simone Simon? 
I can’t see anything wonderful about her. 
Give us someone like Janet Gaynor and 
let us keep her. 


Janey Crandlemire, 
52 Front St., 
Ashland, Mass. 


BOGART’S THE BEST? 


Bob Taylor, Michael Whelan, and Don 
Ameche are all handsome stars, to be sure, 
but the actor who gets my Salute is 
Humphrey Bogart, who is handsome too, is 
a fine actor, and a he-man. 

Jean Ewing, 
724 Kinsmoor Ave., 
Fort Wayne, Ind. 


Tired of hot smokes, mate? Throat all fogged up? Keep your 
throat shipshape—switch to KGDLS. Their touch of mild 
menthol adds refreshing flavor—like mint in chewing gum, it 
makes ’em cool as ocean spray. Yet you enjoy all the full- 
bodied Turkish-Domestic blend. Try’em. And stow away the 
coupons for handsome, useful premiums. Carton buyers find 
extra coupons. (Offer good in U.S.A. only.) Brown & William- 
son Tobacco Corp., P. O. Box 599, Louisville, Kentucky. 


TUNE IN JACK PEARL (Baron Munchausen) 
NBC Blue Network, Fridays 10 P. M., E. S.T. 


ES 


COUPONS . . 
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Highball Table—Early American.Hand- — FREE. Write for illustrated 28-page — Detecto Seale—White, bathroom-type- 
rubbed walnut. 21” high, 275 coupons B& W premium booklet, No. 13 Rotary dial. Guaranteed. 375 coupons 


RALEIGH CIGARETTES...NOW AT POPULAR PRICES...ALSO CARRY B & W COUPONS 
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Hollywood Studios Use Endura. This is Lovely Toby 
Wing, Currently Starred in “Sing While You're Able’’ 


AT LAST YOU CAN PERMANENT 


WAVE YOUR HAIR YOURSELF 
AT HOME. c4 COMPLETE $y 60 
ENDURA PERMANENT 


How simple and inexpensive it is to have a 
lovely, lasting permanent with Endura! So 
easy for you to use, so certain in its results. 
Endura permanent waves your hair at home, 
without machines, heat, or electricity while 
you read or work or even sleep, Try it tonight. 
Tomorrow, thrill to the enjoyment of a styl- 
ishly flattering, yet inexpensive Endura per- 
manent. You, too, will agree with the 100,000 
smart women who have used and approved 
Endura. To permanent wave those straggly 
end and side curls, use the 25c Endura 
Ten Curl. 


‘COMPLETE , 


On sale at Department Stores, a) 


Stores and Five and Ten-Cent Stores. \ 


THE ENDURA CORP. Hollywood, Calif. 


Reduce! 
by SAFE, QUICK, EASY 
SLIMMET METHOD 


If you do not reduce at least 10 
pounds in 4 weeks by the Slimmet 
Method, it will cost you nothing! No 
diets, strenuous exercises or expensive 
massage! Don’t resign yourself to 
ugly bulges of excess fat, lose weight 
this sensible way and regain your 
allure! 


THE ABSOLUTELY SAFE WAY 
Do not accept any substitutes for 
this New York doctor’s harmless 
Slimmet Method. The simple pre- 
scription contains no thyroid, no 
dinitrophenol or other harmful drug. 
Overweight not only ruins your beauty 
but may he actually dangerous as 
insurance companies know, Get rid 
of that superficial fat NOW! 


BOTH MEN and WOMEN AMAZED 


“Reduced from 230 to 189 pounds 
and feel fine.’? Mr. H. S 
i lost 37 


“Very effective. Have 
pounds.’’ Mrs. Se 
“Lost 29 pounds and have more 
energy and pep.’? Mrs. A. G. 
TEST IT AT OUR EXPENSE 
Mail the coupon today: Remember, 
if you do not reduce at least 10 
pounds in 4 weeks by the Slimmet 
Method, your money will be re- 
funded without question. Send C.0O.D. 
(plus postage) or send $1.00 cash, 
or money order today. 
No Canadian Order: 


K GUARANTEE | 


Slimmets Co., Dept. SU -2,8537th Ave., New York 
i enclese cost. or will pay postman cost, plus 
postage, for which please send: 

LJ 1 bottle Slimmets (90 tablets).......$1.00 
CJ 4 bottles Slimmets (Special Offer).. $3.00 
If not satisfied you will return my money 
without question. 

Name Sete 
Address 

City 


ASK 


ME! 


By Miss Vee Dee 


Margaret Irving, Gloria Truebe, Preston 
casts of Poker Flat,"" Bret Hart's story 


Bess S. Walter Abel was born in St. 
Paul, Minn. He has black hair, dark brown 
eyes, is 5 feet, 10 inches tall and weighs 
170 pounds. He graduated from the Amer- 
ican Academy of Dramatic Arts and has 
had a thorough training on the stage, play- 
ing leads with many noted stars. He has a 
contract with RKO. Yes, he’s married. 


Lila K. S. Helen Gahagan was born in 
Boonton, N. J. She is the wife of Melvyn 
Douglas; they have one child, a boy. Paul- 
ine Frederick is appearing on the stage in 
a play called, “The Masque of Kings.” 


Teddy N. You want a picture of Patricia 
Ellis? That doesn’t surprise me, for she 
has lots of boy friends and they all want 
pictures of her—yes, she is very fond of 
swimming and horseback riding and just 
loves polo matches. She is 5 feet 5 inches 
tall, weighs 115 pounds, has blue eyes and 
blonde hair and is under contract to War- 
apes The studio address is Burbank, 

alif. 


49 B. C. That was a very charming let- 
ter and you have a grand sense of humor— 
which is always such a help! I’m sure your 
request never reached its destination. Now 
for the information about Nelson Eddy: he 
was born in Providence, R. I., the son of 
Mr. and Mrs. William Darius Eddy. Both 
of his parents were fine musicians. Young 
Nelson began his musical career as a boy 
soprano for All Saint’s and Grace Church 
in Providence. He was educated in gram- 
mar school at Rhode Island Normal: the 
remainder of his education was obtained in 
night school. For five years he was a re- 
porter, copy reader, etc., for the leading 
Philadelphia newspapers, His first vocal 
teacher was David Bispham. His first stage 
appearance was in a society show, “The 
Marriage Tax.” Later, he sang the leading 
parts in “Iolanthe”’ and “Pirates of Pen- 
zance.” And if you want to know anything 
more, just send me an S.O.S. 


John Barrett L. Elissa Landi was born 
in Venice, Italy. She was educated by pri- 
vate tutors in England, also made her 
début on the English stage. Later she ap- 
peared in silent pictures in various cities 
in Europe. Her first appearance in the 
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Foster and Jean Muir on the set for ''Out- 
in which Foster and Jean play the leads. 


United States was in a Broadway stage 
play, after which she was given a film 
contract and went to Hollywood. She is 
the author of several novels, and at present 
has a contract with Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer, 
so you'll be seeing her regularly on the 
screen, 


Y.M.I. Robert Kent your favorite? Yes, 
he is a six-footer, with brown hair and 
blue eyes. He was born in Hartford, 
Conn., on the 3rd of December. He has a 
contract with 20th Century-Fox. He has 
appeared in “The Country Beyond,” “The 
Crime of Dr. Forbes,” “The Bowery Prin- 
cess.” Incidentally, it may interest you to 
know that he and Astrid Allwyn were 
recently married. 


Joseph Fredric H. 1 take it you are a 
regular fan for Fredric March. Well, we 
agree on that subject. Wait and see! “A 
Star is Born” is his next picture. Robert 
Barrat was not in the cast of “The Plains- 
man.” George Brent, Beverly Roberts, 
Barton MacLane, Robert Barrat and Alan 
Hale in “God’s Country and the Woman.” 


Hugh Mac. Frank McHugh was born on 
May 23, 1899, in Homestead, Pa. He began 
his theatrical career when he was nine 
years old. Managed to go through grammar 
and high school in Pittsburgh between 
scenes. With various theatrical organiza- 
tions, he has played every state in the 
Union. To say nothing of appearing on the 
London stage. His first picture rdle was in 
“Bright Lights.” He is married to a non- 
professional, has three children, plays tennis 
and golfi—also ping-pong and poker! 


Anita B. I wouldn't have space to tell 
you all about Nat Pendleton, for his career 
is rather varied and unusual; however, to 
begin with, his name is Nat Pendleton, 
really. And he was born: in Davenport, 
Iowa, August 9, 1903. He attended Colum- 
bia University, and was captain of a 
wrestling team there. He aspired to be the 
world’s champion wrestler—but that ambi- 
tion was frustrated when he appeared in 
several Broadway shows and finally be- 
came a film player. His fluent knowledge 
of many languages, love of adventure, plus 
his 6 feet and 200 pounds, landed him in 


Mexico as a member of the Mexican Secret 
Police hunting bandits! Incongruous as it 
sounds, his favorite food is pineapple and 
cream cheese salad; his pet occupation, 
being a film comedian; and his diversions, 
chess and crap-shooting. 


George K. Nov. 20, 1921, is the date of 
the birth of George Ernest, in Pittsfield, 
Mass. Jackie Cooper was born in Los 
Angeles. His education was begun in kin- 
dergarten, and followed by private tutor- 
ing. He has light brown hair and gray 
eyes. 


Dorothy I. L. No, Bruce Cabot is not 
his real name. It is Jacques de Bujac. He 
was born in New Mexico, attended the 
University of New Mexico, and continued 
his studies at the University of Tours, 
France. He appeared in both “The Great 
Jasper” and “Ann Vickers.” 


Hulda F:> Why don’t you write to War- 
ner Bros studio, Burbank, California, for a 
picture of Dick Powell? Dick’s next will 
be “The Singing Marine.” 


A Rabid Roz Russell Rooter. Thanks for 
the congratulations! Rosalind Russell was 
born in Waterbury, Conn. Her father is a 
lawyer. Rosalind attracted attention through 
her stage work, and made her début in 
pictures in “Evelyn Prentice,’ under the 
Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer banner. She has 
recently been assigned to play opposite 
Robert Montgomery in “Night Must Fall.” 


Margaret C. The composer-arranger of 
the musical score of “Charge of the Light 
Brigade” is Max Steiner. 


E.M.B. So you like Ray Milland? Will 
you like him just as well when i tell you 
that he is married? He is a little over 6 
feet, weighs 170, has gray eyes and dark 
hair. He appeared in “The Big Broadcast 
of 1937,” a Paramount picture and that 
company has big plans for him. 


Genevieve E. Yes, Jimmie Ellison did 
play in “The Piainsman,” and he also had 
a featured role in “Hopalong Cassidy,” 
and “Hitch-Hike Lady.” His name is 
James Ellison Smith, and he was born at 
Valier, Montana, on May 4th. He isn’t 
married, is 6 feet, 3 inches tall, with brown 
hair and blue eyes; he lives in Hollywood, 
and will soon be seen in “Twenty-Three 
and a l.alf Hours’ Leave.” Anything else? 


Maureen O'Sullivan can't make up 
her mind whether to kiss, or wait 
to be kissed by Allan Jones, in 
a scene from "'A Day at the Races." 
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It’s the 10-second Germ Killer, even diluted with 74 water 


PEPSODENT 


ANTISEPTIC 


Makes your dollar go 3 times as far! 


® How do germs enter your body? How do 
colds start? 

“You inhale most colds!’? say authorities. 
Millions of germs are breathed-in every day 
of your life! Then, when your resistance is 
low, they have their chance to attack... to 
infect sensitive throat membranes! 


Kill the germs 


The health of yourself and your family may 
depend on this safety measure. Gargle twice 
daily with Pepsodent Antiseptic. For it’s the 
10-Second Germ-Killer!—your protective aid 
against colds and sore throats resulting from 
the common cold. 


SCREENLAND 


Get over colds twice as fast 


So effective is Pepsodent that, in tests on 
500 people, Pepsodent users got rid of colds 
twice as fast as others! Results were so clear 
cut that there’s no argument as to what you 
may expect! What’s more, Pepsodent is “the 
thrifty antiseptic’ —one of the most econom- 
ical you can buy. For it is a 10-Second Germ- 
Killer even when diluted with 24 water. 
Thus Pepsodent lasts 3 

times as long as other : 
leading. mouth antiseptics, : 
and makes your dollar go 
3 times as far. f 
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and discomfort in just a few ape 
utes. Second, it helps correct ae 
cause of the trouble when associa S 
with an excess acid condition. be 
wise—alkalize with Alka-Seltzer. 
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Blondes!and 
Browns too! 


Give Your Hair 
That Lighter Nat- 
ural ‘‘Spun-Gold”’ 
Look With This 
New Shampoo 
and Rinse — — — 
3 Shades Lighter 
in 15 Minutes 
Without Harsh 
Bleaches or Dyes. 


Here at last is an eas 
GeO nee of blonde o 
h 


y way to bring out the full radiant 


¢ r brown hair. Try New Blondex, the 
ampoo and Special Golden Rinse that washes it 2 to 4 


shades lighter and brings out the natural lustrous golden 
sheen, the alluring highlights that can make the hair so 
attractive. New Blondex costs but a few pennies to use 
and is absolutely safe. Contains no harsh bleaches or 
dyes. Used regularly, it keeps your scalp and hair healthy 
and lovely, gleaming with lustrous highlights. Get Blondex 
today. New combination package, shampoo with FREE 
RINSE, now also in a new 10c size—at all stores. 
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Unretouched Close-ups 


Realist—or do we mean surrealist?—impres- 
sions of reel people. Read 'em and smile! 


By Malcolm H. Oettinger 


Merle Oberon 


Baby THals; cham- 
pagne cup on the 
Sahara. 


James Stewart 


Tom Sawyer at col- 
lege; stout fella. 


Francis Lederer 


Eleanor Powell 
Faun in cutaway; cupid's advocate. 


Wallflower who learned to dance. 


Hepburn 


Race horse left at 
post; election 
promise. 


Charles Boyer 


beau; 
virtuoso of sex. 


Mae West 


Overstuffed idol with 
feet of clay. 


SCREENLAND 


Bette Grace 
Davis Moore 
Banked fires; High C and 
nitro in a icy; night- 
vanity case. ingale in er- 

mine. 


Robert Taylor 
Child of nature; Romeo-do-deo-do. 


Simone Ted Healy Patsy Kelly Johnny 

Simon Lucid interval; Ugly duckling with Weissmuller 
Pout-pout; _ bally- keeper of the pink : enlarged funny Obbligato on a G 

hoodoo'd. elephants. bone. string. 
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The Lux Way 
to Cut Bown Runs 


1 Lux stockings after every wearing to 
remove perspiration. 

2 Turn stockings inside out—squeeze luke- 
warm Lux suds through them. 

3 Rinse in lukewarm water. Squeeze water 
out—never twist or wring! Then shape 
and dry—but not near heat. 

& Don’t risk soaps containing harmful 


alkali, or cake-soap rubbing. These may 
weaken elasticity—then runs may start. 
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An Open Letter to 
Fred MacMurray 


Fred, left, is one of 
the finer young ac- 
tors in Hollywood. 
He's happily mar- 
ried to a beautiful 
girl, shown with 
him at right, and is 
proud of it. Why, 
then, does his com- 
pany insist upon his 
soft-pedalling his 
marital bliss? 
Something to boast 


EAR Fred MacMurray: 

Friendly warning! 

Your road in Hollywood has so far been 
smooth, bump-free, straight, and fast. But now there 
are detours ahead; and because they’re keeping you 
so busy out there turning out picture after picture, 
you may have missed them; therefore I’m pointing 
them out to you herewith. Oh, don’t mention it. 

First of all, though it may sound funny to you, 
your best friend, Paramount Pictures, is also one of 
your best little menaces. Here’s the company that dis- 
covered you, coached you, gave you your first break, 
and has kept right on boosting you ever since, until 
now you are one of the potentially most important 
men in pictures. You’ve shown your gratitude by your 
serious attitude toward your job, your unceasing 
efforts to improve, your willingness to take on more 
hard work ali the time. Far from biting the hand 
that feeds you, Fred, you’re letting it smack you 
down—in a nice way of course. 

Here’s the story as I see it. You’re the best example 
of the clean-cut young upstanding American type to 
come to Hollywood in a long, long time. That’s why the 
world likes you. You’re regular; down-to-earth; every- 
day—only better-looking. So when you married the girl 
of your choice, everybody cheered. I don’t think it 
retarded your progress at all—your girl and women 
fans admired your taste, kept on crowding to see your 
pictures. A good story there, on all your marriage has 
meant to you, now that the flurry of the first news 
and views has died down, and you’ve had a chance to 
work out a recipe for how to be happy though mar- 
ried in Hollywood. A beautiful, intelligent wife to 
furnish extra-specially pictorial art to go with the 
story. It had pizazz. So you gave us the interview, 
and a good one. It was all set—when your company, 
Paramount, suddenly went all adither in the best Zasu 


about, say we! 


Pitts manner and decided, but definitely, that its 
precious MacMurray must NOT talk about his mar- 
riage; that as far as publicity was concerned he might 
just as well not be married at all; and any other kind 
of interview would do, but the subject of marriage 
for Mr. MacMurray was out. Well, no; they couldn’t 
exactly deny that Fred was married; there was a 
little item and a news picture that leaked out here 
and there in about one million magazines and news- 
papers; but suddenly impersonating an ostrich dear 
old Paramount Pictures, of which I’ve always been 
very fond, hid its head in the sands of time and brooded 
upon Valentino, Bing Crosby’s twins, and only Aunt 
Betsy knows what else. The upshot of the whole thing, 
Fred, is an edict that you are not to give out any 
interviews about your marriage. And you, being one 
of the better-mannered, more tractable stars, obeyed. 

And now we come to the hard part. Usually, ’m 
taking stars to task for ingratitude, snootiness, and 
general heliraising. This time, I’m counseling you to 
be bad for your own good, defy Papa Paramount, and 
don’t soft-pedal your marriage. The public, of which 
I am one and proud of it, is smart enough to know 
that the Fred MacMurrays of this world, not being 
footloose and Latin, are snapped up by the charming 
Mrs. MacMurrays; and polygamous publicity hopes 
are unworthy of a decent, hard-working star like you. 
You were swell enough not to let Hollywood change 
you in the first place. Don’t let it get you now. 
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Doesn't look like a deadly rival of anybody, does he? Well, in this ex- 
clusive feature story Clark Gable, for the first time, takes up the question 
of how he feels about Robert Taylor. 


EF COURSE, it’s an unusual situation. For that 

matter, there has never been one like it. For 

here are not only the two most popular actors 
in the world, Clark Gable, long-reigning favorite, and 
Robert Taylor, new idol of the screen, but they are 
stars of the same motion picture company and both 
working on the same lot. 

Ticklish is no word for it! With this delicate state of 
affairs people are thinking, even saying, they must be 
deadly rivals. Everything considered, this is natural 
enough to suppose. In fact, it isn’t hard to believe. Small 
wonder, then, that Hollywood wiseacres go about shaking 
their heads and muttering darkly. They fondly hope for 
the worst. Nothing, in their cherished opinion, could 
possibly be worse unless it were two actresses put on 
the same spot. Then, oh joy! hair would be pulled and 
eyes scratched out. But if ladies are never gentlemen, 
as some sage has shrewdly observed, actors always are 
—anyway, appear to be. 

s for appearances, it would be difficult—does some- 
one protest impossible ?—to improve upon Mr. Gable and 
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Gable 


and 


Taylor 
Rivals? 


Mr. Taylor. Yet there are those who sus- 
pect they may smile in a bowing acquain- 
tance and still have knives up their sleeves. 
Or, another happy thought, they may shake 
hands like prizefighters formally introduced 
in the ring and at the same time only be 
waiting to slaughter each other in hot blood. 

If you can believe all you hear, this is 
how it is. But is it? Why heed wild rumors, 
accept snap judgments, reach irresponsible 
conclusions? Why not get this straight 
from Clark & Bob? 

“T see Taylor as a rival!” marvels Mr. 
Gable, spreading his four-square smile. 
“Never even thought of such a thing. 
Bob’s a fine boy, a fine-looking boy, a young, 
healthy, virile, clean, intelligent American 
boy, and God knows we need more of them 
in this business. I’m glad he came along. 
He has taken some of the burden off my 
shoulders, and I’m grateful to him. I’ve 
worked plenty. I do too many pictures. I’d 
rather do less and be seen less. For a long 
time Bob Montgomery and I were the only 
leading men on the lot, and we were kept 
going from one woman star to another. 
Bill Powell has been here for only the last year and a 
half. Then Spencer Tracy joined the gang. Now, with 
Taylor, there are five of us. And as for Bob all I can 
say, and say it from the heart, is welcome to our Culver 
City? 

Mr. Taylor is all but diffident as he hesitates to say: 
“T don’t know how Gable feels about me, but I’d like to 
be a pal of his. He’s completely a man. When I came 
here people kept asking, ‘Why don’t you get acquainted 
with Clark?’ I told them, ‘He doesn’t want any of me.’ 
You see, I felt he was too big to be bothered with small- 
fry. So for a long time it was just a case of ‘Hello’ or 
‘How are you?’ when we happened to pass on the lot. 
I’d been a fan of his ever since seeing him in ‘Free 
Soul’—still am. After that picture I talked about him for 
weeks, then did more talking when I saw him in ‘The 
Secret Six.’ But I didn’t have the nerve to talk to him 
on the lot. Finally there was a matter of business I 
wanted his advice on, and I got up guts enough to ask 
him if he’d let me see him about it. He opened up like 
a book, and he’s been swell ever since. Now we go to 


A LLL 


Read the real truth! Clark 
and Bob want you to get it 
straight, so they speak up 


By 
Charles Darnton 


lunch together, and I get a big kick out of 
it. My being a leading man hasn't made any 
difference. I couldn’t be a rival of his even 
if I were chump enough to have any such 
fool idea.” 

Mr. Gable: “I never look on anyone 
playing with me, or for the same produc- 
ing company, as a rival. No good actor is 
a rival, he’s an asset. Everyone has his 
own individual way of doing things, and 
I never felt I had something that no one 
else had.” 

Mr. Taylor: “No one, least of all my- 
self, could be a rival of Gable, any more 
than anyone might have been of Valen- 
tino. Clark is in a class by himself. He 
can’t be likened to any other actor, no more 
than two fingerprints can be alike.” 

So that’s cleared up! But you are now 
befogged by something else—two high- 
powered stars speaking of themselves as 
leading men. What is this, undue modesty ? 

“That’s the way I figure myself,” ex- 
plains Mr. Gable. “When I came into pic- 
tures I hadn’t the faintest notion of ever 
becoming a star. Such a possibility never 
entered my head. Far from it, | didn't 
think I could even be a leading man, for 
at that time leading men were different 
from those of today. I wasn’t a pretty boy. 
And, anyway, they didn’t think much of 
stage actors then. They’d rather have a 
good-looking doorman or a truck-driver. 
My looks, romantically, weren’t worth a 
nickel. I’d never have got my foot in at 
all if it hadn’t been for gangster pictures. 
All that saved me was that I could look 
tough.” 

“T certainly don’t consider myself a star,” declares 
Mr. Taylor. “I’m more than satisfied with the way things 
are going. That’s all right with me, good enough and a 
whole lot better than [ ever expected. 1 suppose it’s 
only natural for some guys to dream of being another 
Gable, but I’m not funny that way. And, when you stop 
to figure ‘em out, the odds are all against this starring 
thing. All you have to do is consider the fact that there 
aren’t many stars compared with all the people who try 
to get to the top. ’m content to be right where I am. 
Anyway, I literally can’t be a star unless I’m billed as 
‘Robert Taylor in Something-or-Other.’ Not that I want 
to be. It’s a mystery to me how I ever got this far. I put 
it all down to luck.” 

You may put it down to something more. But with 
Robert Taylor it’s all in the lap of the gods—and maybe 
a few goddesses. 

“T was lucky to get anywhere,” Mr. Gable is grateful 
to say. “It’s all in the luck of the game. But popularity 
in pictures is very temporary. It may be for this year, 
then it’s gone forever. You're up today and down to- 
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How does Taylor, new crown prince of motion pictures, feel toward Gable, 
long-reigning king of the Metro lot? Charles Darnton has persuaded Bob 


to speak his mind solely for ScreenLano. 


morrow. There’s no use trying to keep it up. You just 
have to struggle along and make the best of it. But the 
trouble today is that the average beginner wants to start 
as a star and work down. He needn’t worry about the 
working-down part—there’s sure to be plenty of people 
to help him. What has helped me most of all is experi- 
ence. I’ve had seventeen years of it. Best of all was 
that I got in theatrical stock companies. It’s unfor- 
tunate we haven’t them today, for there’s no other place 
where an actor gets such valuable training. It’s like an 
interne learning to be a doctor. Bob Taylor is fortunate 
for having studied in the studio dramatic class. He came 
out of it knowing something about the work he was going 
to do. I only hope there'll be more like him. We haven't 
enough young actors to fill the bill. It is because oi the 
lack of them that there are so many foreign actors in 
American pictures. Not that I object to them generally. 
But I don’t think it a good idea to have foreigners play 
American characters, for no matter how good they are 
they can’t be convincing. It takes actors like Taylor to 
play those parts. When I (Please turn to page 92) 
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Hollywood's 
Riddle VVoman 


Luise Rainer, in this startling, yet 
sensitive life portrait, reveals her 
conflict of ideas and emotions 


By Charles Lancaster 


AS marriage solved her life problem for Luise 
Rainer? Has it brought her the happiness she 
dearly yearned for? Has it saved her from the 
loneliness she felt as a stranger in a strange land? 

These are the questions Hollywood is asking, per- 
plexed as it is by the disturbing reports following the 
surprise wedding of the Viennese film star and the New 
York playwright, Clifford Odets. 

For scarcely had news of it got into print than Holly- 
wood was amazed to hear the bride was living at her 
home while the bridegroom remained at his hotel. No 
sooner did close friends explain this to be only partly 
true, because of work on a scenario which had to be 
rushed out by the writer, than further astonishment was 
caused by the fact that the actress had taken train to 
New York. Again those supposedly in the know 
were ready to account for this flight by declaring 
business had necessitated the trip. Yet none other 
than the benedict himself then was credited with 
the statement that his bride was so delighted with 
the reception given her performance in “The Good 
Earth” that she had gone to the metropolis to cele- 
brate her triumph by seeing Broadway plays. 

- Naturally, these confus- (Please turn to page 82) 


Rainer has flashed from one bril- 
liant performance to another 
since her arrival in America as 
the not widely heralded Viennese 
actress you see at left. Above, 
two poses from "The Great Zieg- 
feld."" Center, left, a scene with 
Paul Muni; and lower, Luise in 
another pose as the Chinese 
wife in "The Good Earth." Right, 
her favorite sport is tennis. Top, 
her favorite pet is a Scottie. 
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Dick Powell puts his 
heart in his toast to 


his bride, Joan Blondell. 


Wide World 


What Marriage Means 


to Dick 


T IS quite clear from reading 
Kathleen Norris and looking at 
my friends’ lives that marriage 

means something. (I don’t know 
what because I am one of those 
who live alone, though it doesn’t 
necessarily follow that I like it.) 
Funny, isn’t it, how it changes 
people. Sort of brings out an in- 
ward glow of happiness and contentment. There’s Dick 
Powell, for example. Gay, debonair Dick, who used to 
be the most romantic young bachelor in Hollywood, with 
dozens of beautiful blondes, brunettes, and henna-rinses 
calling him on the phone morning, noon, and night. I 
remember talking to him at a Valentine party over a year 
ago. There were six dames there stark mad for Dick 
Powell, until one passed out and then there were five. 
“Lucky Dick,” I said. “Healthy, wealthy, and wise. 
Foot-loose and fancy free. You ought to be the happiest 


This lively narrative of life in the 
Powell-Blondell home—exclusive, and 
first interview about their marriage 
—tells a story you mustn't miss 


By Elizabeth Wilson 


Powel 


man in this little old world.” 

“I’m the unhappiest,’ said 
Dick, <l want a home, a real 
home, not a show case, a wife, 
and children.” 

“Salami at sunrise,” I said, not 
believing a single word. But Dick 
married Joan Blondell, the girl 
of his choice, the very first 
moment he could, and now he has a home that is a real 
home, a wife, and Normie. And honey, he simply radiates 
happiness. I’ve never seen anything like it. Simply burst- 
ing with curiosity I dashed over to the Powell homestead 
in Beverly Hills to ask Dick what marriage means to him. 

“What marriage means to me?” said Dick deftly ap- 
plying his make-up in his dressing-room. “You don't 
mind if I go ahead with this, do you? I’m awfully late. 
Joan forgot to tell me I had a studio call until a few 
minutes ago. She’s a clever little woman, my wife, but 
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Dick 


says: 


can't remember 


Doris Weston in 
rine." 


she just can’t remember phone 
messages. Where were we— 
what the heck is this in my 
make-up?” It. turned out to be 
a rather sad replica of Donald 
Duck and some slightly used 
chewing gum. I recalled how 
tidy Dick was in his bachelor 
days, and prepared for an ex- 
plosion. But none was forth- 
coming. “Normie,”’ said Dick, 
and beamed benignly on the 
slightly used chewing gum. 


“What marriage means to 
me? Oh yes, what marriage 
means to me. Well, I'll tell 


you—” But he didn’t. For young Normie toddled in just 
that moment to wake up Donald Duck who had spent the 
night so comfortably in Dick’s make-up box. Upon seeing 
Dick, Normie immediately demanded with the seriousness 
of three going on four, “Daddy Dick, sing Sanks a Mil- 
lion for Normie.” “No, No, Normie,” said Daddy Dick, 
“not now. Daddy Dick has to rush to the studio and 
make pictures. Tonight I'll sing.” Normie’s little lips 
began to form perfect Simone Simon. “Thanks a mil- 
lion,’ sang Dick, Normie joined in the chorus, rescued 
Donald Duck, and went on his way with Daddy Dick’s 
favorite brush. Brandy, (the Asta of the Powell menage), 
was evidently due for another brushing. And then I think 
how fussy Dick used to be about his toilet articles in 
Toluca Lake! 

“Cute little fellow, isn’t he?” said Dick with fatherly 
pride. “And smart as he can be. Did Joan tell you what 
he did in Sunday School the other day? All the other 
little children were singing Onward, Christian Soldiers, 
when suddenly above all those voices could be heard 
Normie singing away, Sanks a Million. 1 believe he 
thinks that song was written especially for him. I have to 
sing it to him every night before he goes to sleep.” 

“What marriage means to Dick Pewee: T said. 

“Oh, yes,” said Dick. “What marriage means to me. 
Well, let’s see, now. What shall I say? Marriage is— 

“Why, Dick, haven’t you left for the studio Vetr gilt 
was Mrs. P owell, née Joan Blondell, making an entrance 
and looking simply devastating in something costly from 
Schiaparell1. 

“No, my bride,” said Dick, with the love light in his 
eyes. “Remember ? —you only told me ten minutes ago.’ 

“Yes, dear. And the man at Twentieth said that you 
were to rush.” 
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"She's a charming and 
clever little woman, my wife, but she 


At left you see Joan smiling gaily 
at that. Below, Dick makes love to 
"The Singing Ma- 
Joan doesn't object—so long 
as there are not too many retakes. 


phone messages." 


“Twentieth?” exclaimed. Dick. 
“Darling, you told me that it was 
Warner Brothers who called. 
Think now, darling, think hard. 
Was it Twentieth Century who 
wants your husband today, or 


was it Warner Brothers? It 
does make a difference, you 
know.” 


“Well,” said Joan thinking 
hard, “it may have been Warner 
Brothers at that. No, it must 
have been Twentieth Century, 
because I recall thinking to my- 
self at the time, re-takes on the 
love scenes, no doubt. Now, 
don’t get the wrong idea,” she said turning to; me: im 
not jealous. I wouldn’t be a snoopy, jealous movie wife 
for anything in the world, but do you know that they 
have re-taken Dick’s love scenes in ‘On the Avenue’ 
three times already? Really, now!” Not jealous, but just 
observing, that’s Joan. 

Dick was very busy extracting a garnet bracelet and 
several keys from his handkerchief drawer. Dick, who 
used to be so orderly it was painful. “My wife,” he said, 
“is a charming creature, and she has a very lovely jewel 
case. But for some strange reason which I have not been 
able to fathom she much prefers to hide her trinkets in 
my dresser drawers. Your garnet bracelet, my love, and 
would you mind telling the nice lady here the little story 
about the mysterious disappearance of the garnet bracelet 
while I slip into some clothes ?” 

“Oh, that,’ said Mrs. Powell with a delicious gurgle. 
“Well, you see Dick gave me the garnet bracelet for 
Christmas, and a mink coat—” 

“What marriage means to Dick Powell,” 
myself. 

“And I didn’t think the catch was very strong so I had 
it sent back to the jeweler’s. Then I had the flu and while 
I was in bed one day, trying to decide whether I would 
live or die and what of it, the maid brought me a box 
from the jeweler’s—which I opened, tried the catch, 
seemed all right, so I put the bracelet down on the tah'e 
beside the bed. Two days later I remembered it, went to 
look for it where I had left it on the table, and it wasn't 
there. I was frantic. I looked through all of Dick's dresser 
drawers and still I couldn’t find it. I began to suspect my 
guests—but no, I couldn’t do that—nor the servants—but 
I would have to call the police at once. In the midst of my 
hysterics the maid came (Please turn to page 7/6) 
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Flow Has re Done Ite 


Warner Baxter is the prize exception to Holly- 
wood's fickleness in bestowing honors. Here's the 
real answer to a question you've often asked 


By William H. McKegg 


OW has he done it? You ask this question as you 
regard the Hollywood career of Warner Baxter, 
for more changes occur in the movie capital in 

ten years than anywhere else in.a century. 

The Hollywood stage is constantly changed. Each 
change clears the stage. Players come and go. Shake- 
speare is right. They strut their hour or two and then 
are heard no more. 

Warner Baxter is the prize exception. He disregards 
the few hours of fame allotted to actors by the Bard. 
Changes come and other stars go, but Baxter goes on. 

The people like him. He’s a fine actor and interesting 
to see. 

“T like him because he always seems like a human 
being,” a delightful lady informed me not so long ago. 
I asked her what she meant. “Well,” she added, “the 
majority are actors. You are conscious of this while you 
watch them. Warner Baxter convinces you by what he 
does because he never suggests the actor.” 

There might be something to this. In fact, it might 
be the secret of Warner’s long popularity. Other players 
should try it some time if they believe their last strut 
is imminent. 

However, I’ve known Warner long enough to form 
a very definite conclusion of my own. And you know 
me—with secret knowledge in my possession, I yearn to 
let the uninformed get in on the ground floor. 

I’ve seen Warner face the Latin peril and come 
through unscathed. I’ve watched him surrounded by 
the juvenile jubilee and keep right on going. I’ve noted 
his position with the coming of talkies and regarded his 
rising to full stardom. 

Yes, how has he done it? I ask it. The fans ask it. 
And many other players crave to know, biting their nails, 
hoping to remain on the screen as long as Warner. 


“T could never have done a thing un- 
less I first had visualized it, then planned 
it,’ Warner remarked to me one after- 


Warner's portrayals 
in a series of pic- 
tures are marked by 
a quality of sincerity 
that carries his audi- 
ences with him, men- 
tally and emotionally. 
At right, a close-up 
of Baxter in his new- 
est role, with Eliza- 
beth Allan as leading 
lady, in “Slave Ship.” 
Above, off-screen life 
—an informal pic- 
ture taken at his Bel 
Air home. 


noon. “After a particular goal had been 
attained, I started out for something new. 
For I’ve always understood one truth: 
that everything keeps moving. Everything 
in life is constant change.” 

Leaning against the low wall on one of 
the terraces of his place, we looked down 
on a rustic waterfall, as it surged forth 
over ferned rocks in its seemingly eternal 
play of water. 

I was with Warner at his Bel Air home. 
It is of English architecture, set firm and 
square on a hill top, its grounds declin- 
ing in rock levels. The well-fixed bricks 
of the house give the whole place a look 
of solidarity, a place impregnable against 
all storms—if (Please turn to page 70) 
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ywood Holiday 


By Thyra Samter Winslow 


in 


“IT ALWAYS seems like a holiday in Hollywood,” 
Marsha Drew said, 
something she had said to Eleanor Morton, her room- 

mate, not so many days before. But this time she was 

saying it to Keith Knowles, as she was driving out Sun- 
set Boulevard with him. 

This was a holiday! Though even as she tried to ex- 
plain what she meant about the holiday atmosphere, the 
never-quite-real, just-on-the-edge-of-fantasy atmosphere 
of Hollywood, she had to try to convince herself that 
what was happening to her was real. 

Just on the face of it it wasn’t real. Couldn’t be real! 
How could she, Marsha Drew, script girl on the Super 
Films lot, be going to dinner with Keith Knowles, one 
of the biggest stars in the world? That was too fantastic 
even for the dream-like quality of Hollywood! 

Keith drove his own car. And drove it very well, too. 
Marsha liked the way his hands grasped the wheel. The 
boys she went with, in their rather disreputable cars, 
seemed to hold on to the wheel firmly, with both hands. 
Keith sort of held his left hand high at the top of the 
wheel and only half held the wheel, toward the bottom 
with his right hand. His hands were firm and brown, his 
fingers long, his nails a little too well cared for. The 
kind of hand Marsha loved. She did so 
hate men with fat, pulpy white hands or 
little brown hands with too much hair on 
them. She watched Keith’s face as he 
drove. But she didn’t have to convince her- 
self about his face. You don’t get famous 
all over the world because of your good 
looks unless you've got some- 
thing. Marsha, watching Keith 
now, was convinced that he 
had everything. His skin was 
a little too pale from too much 
work indoors, day times, and 
too many long hours, indoors, 
at night, but that was the only 
complaint you could possibly 
make about him. His nose was 
aquiline, but not the least bit 
hawk-like. His eyes were dark. 

His mouth almost too well 

curved for a man. His lean 

cheek, as Marsha looked at it, 

made her want to take one 

finger and touch the line of it. She couldn't 

help but compare him with Lou Page— 

who was pretty nearly her boy friend. 

Lou’s face was a little too fat, his light 

hair a little too thin, his eyes light and 

expressionless. Well, tonight, anyhow, she 
was with Keith Knowles—didn’t have to 
think of anyone else. 

They were at the Trocadero, that amaz- 
ingly innocent looking one-story white 
house, around which centers so much of 
Hollywood’s night life. Keith drove up 
with a sort of casual flourish and half a 
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and knew she was repeating 


dozen waiting boys came up to seize the car. One drove 
it to the parking space. The others scraped and bowed. 
They all knew Keith Knowles. Marsha hoped she looked 
well enough so that he wasn’t ashamed of her. 

They went into the glittering lobby, while 
Keith checked his hat. Then into the amazing 
room which made Marsha hold her breath just 
a little. She’d never been to “the Troc’’ before. 
The entire back of the room was of panelled 
glass and the city stretched out below, a Christ- 
mas tree of glittering lights. An orchestra was 
playing, and, although all of the tables seemed 
occupied, the dance floor was already crowded. 

The head waiter bowed to Keith, “found him 
an excellent ring-side table. It didn’t occur to 
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The most romantic serial of the year! Don’t miss the exciting adventures- 


in-love of a girl who kept her head, though not her heart, in Hollywood 
Please Turn to Page 93 for Synopsis of Preceding Chapter 


She liked the way he danced. Of course. He 

was much taller than she was and he held her 
firmly. She was so glad she was a pretty good 
dancer for he did a lot of difficult steps, though 
he danced so easily that you didn’t realize they 
were tricky. 
It seemed to Marsha that everyone was watch- 
ing them. A lot of 
people spoke to 
Keith. Some casual- 
ly. Some, with ap- 
parently great affec- 
tion. Others waiting 
eagerly for a word 
or a look of recog- 
nition. She heard 
whispers, “That is 
Keith Knowles, the 
star,” “Isn’t he grand 
looking?”’ “No, I 
don’t know the girl 
he’s dancing with.” 

It was all perfect. 
Just then, anyhow. 
Through dinner. 
Through half an hour 
more of dancing. 
iluctrated Keith had a lot of 

by drinks—but then 
Marsha rather ex- 
pected men to drink. 
The men she went 
with drank—when they had money to buy drinks. 
And men in stories were always drinking. 

Then Keith wandered away. Marsha didn’t 
mind sitting by herself for a minute or two— 
but when the minutes lengthened into a quarter 
of an hour Marsha began to feel vastly uncom- 
fortable. At first she thought of Keith—and with 
a lovely warmth of feeling. All the little things 
he had said. They had laughed together over 
nothing at all. He had told her gay little jokes. 
They had found a dozen things in common— 
books they both liked, pictures they had seen, 
even similar emotions. 

But you can’t sit and moon over a man you’ve 
just met when the busy life of “the Troc” is 
going on about you. So Marsha looked at the 
crowd. Motion picture people were no longer a 
mysterious delight to her. She had seen most 


Georgia Warren 


Just as Marsha was feeling completely miserable alone at a table 
at the "'Troc,"' Keith came back, gaily, nonchalantly, without even i : : 
a murmur of apology. And he brought back some curious people. of these very people around the studio—knew 

little things about them. There was the lovely 


Joan Bennett, looking eighteen, with her writer 


Marsha to wonder—she was so busy wondering husband, Gene Markey; Eddie Robinson, who looked 
about other things—why the table was much larger a bit like a racketeer, even off the screen, and who was 
than two people could possibly need. really a gentle and thoughtful philosopher—and who 
Keith ordered drinks. And then they danced. collected rare paintings instead of shot guns; Bette 
And Marsha found out one thing about Keith— Davis, who scarcely ever went to night clubs, looking 
just as he hadn’t asked her if she wanted to go lovelier than on the screen, with her musician husband, 
to the Trocadero, now he really didn’t ask her to Harmon Nelson; the brilliant young Englishman, Row- 
dance. His “shall we dance?” was far more of land Leigh, with the Cole Porters, Lawrence Riley, mak- 
a command. For Keith was spoiled. He did what ing a “Personal Appearance” with someone Marsha felt 
he wanted to do at exactly the minute he wanted must be a visiting celebrity, a hundred others. 
to do it. And so far, that pleased Marsha a great But even watching famous people wasn’t enough. 
deal. For she wanted to do exactly what he wanted. Young girls in brilliant (Please turn to page 93) 
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In Detense 
O 
Snooty Stars 


ND now I have some awful facts for you to face. I 

always say that there is nothing so depressing as 

a real honest-to-goodness fact. “But in every life 

some facts must fall, some days must be cold and dark 
and dreary. Pass the aspirin, ducky. 

As you well know Hollywood is the center of the movie 
industry, it’s the cinema capital of the world. It’s only 
twenty-five square miles in area and doesn’t stack up with 
any other capitals by a long Shot we you could easily 
lose it in the sewers of 
Paris, the Vatican in 
Rome, and under the Su- 
preme Court’s bench in 
Washington. But in this 
twenty-five square miles, 
bounded on the North by 
the Hollywood Hills, on 
the South by a couple of 
oil wells, on the East by 
the Hays office, and on 
the West by the Troca- 
dero and Connie Ben- 
netts part of the Strip, 
(no connection with 
Gypsy Rose Lee), in this 
petite twenty-five miles, 
what do we find? Ter- 
mites. Of course, but 
that’s beside the point. 
We find five hundred 


members of the Press, Five hundred people who can 
read and write and spell, simple words, of course, and 
who know what a shift-lock is. In summer there are 
about a hundred and fifty more, known as the Visiting 
Press. These members of the Press have to send pages 
and pages of copy every day to newspapers and maga- 
zines all over the world. No copy, no eat. So what? ‘So 
we send copy, you bet. 

Also in this enchanted area of twenty-five miles are 
six thousand actors—which juicy figure includes stars, 
featured players, and bit players. Not to mention sixteen 
thousand extras. Now you would think, wouldn’t you, 
that with six thousand actors and sixteen thousand extras, 
we five hundred members of the Press who can spell 
would find plenty of copy to send to those slave-driving 
Simon Legrees whom we laughingly refer to as our edi- 
tors. Oh, no. Oh, no! It isn’t as easy as all that. Of the 
six thousand actors, (and I’m awfully sorry but I am 
going to have to drop the sixteen thousand extras, not 
that I am a snob, but simply because all these figures are 
making me dizzy )—I repeat, of the six thousand actors 
there are only twenty-eight of them who are considered 
“copy.” Isn’t it perfectly appalling! But it’s the gospel 


truth. I just didn’t pick the number twenty-eight out of 
thin air. People in studios who go in for figures seriously 
have been drawing graphs and charts and things lately, 
and they presented me with this distressing fact, which 


According to very many, the three 
cinema celestials on this page be- 
long in the front rank of snooty 
stars. Sylvia Sidney, upper left, 
avoids those candid cameras; 
why? Above, Luise Rainer has had 
the term "temperament" tossed 
about like a volley ball in stories 
that have bounced from coast to 
coast. But if you want to know 
how that started, read about Luise 
here. Left: Katharine Hepburn, 
very much down to earth as she 
chats with her director on loca- 
tion for "Quality Street," is too 
much up in the air te suit the 
press. Now hear Katie's side of it. 


I have now passed on to you. Briefly, and right to the 
point, it amounts to this: Ninety percent of the copy that 
goes out of Hollywood every day is written about twenty- 
eight players. 

Now twenty-eight players, no matter how versatile, 
can’t do enough things every day to provide copy for five 
hundred hungry writers, and all the air gossipers be- 
sides. It just isn’t possible. So what happens? So writers 
go mad, imaginations run riot—and snooty stars are 
thrown to the lions. Sylvia Sidney says “Scram” to a 
photographer, and suddenly it becomes the most impor- 
tant thing in the world, and hundreds of stories and 
gossip items are written about it before the sun sets. No 
one of course thought to ask Sylvia Sidney why she said 
“Scram’” to the photographer. She might have a very 
legitimate reason—but it would spoil the story, and 
heaven only knows it’s hard enough to get stories without 
having them spoiled. Just let a temperamental, neurotic 
star happen along who refuses to bow and scrape and 
show her molars graciously when she comes in contact 
with her public and the five hundred members of the 
Press simply go to town. She’s snooty, she doesn’t co- 
operate, she spurns her fans. Airs, eh? We'll show her! 
Rat-a-tat-tat across the keyboard. It’s only human nature, 
I suppose, but it’s so much more fun writing things 
about the snooty stars than it is about the “give’’ girls. 
Hepburn continues to get ten times more space than Fay 


More of Hollywood's princess 
royals, according to widely pub- 
licized reports. Little Simone 


Simon, above, scarcely arrived in 
Hollywood when stories flew thick 
and fast about the fireworks the 
petite pet from France could 
cause around studios. Miriam Hop- 
kins, upper right, has long been a 
prominent member of the Snooty 
Star Club, whose membership rolls 
are arbitrarily written by decree 
of the report-spreaders. Right, 
Carole Lombard, long a favorite 
of those who tell the world about 
Hollywood, is suddenly declared 
"snooty." Read how that happened. 


Why Garbo became "'mysterious,'’ Rainer 
a recluse, Colbert, Lombard and others 
"too aloof.'' Here's the real story 
behind many a headline about the stars 


By Margaret Angus 


Wray. Which gives you an idea how the system works. 

Now I’m not blaming the Five Hundred, (who, me? 
I’m one of the best little offenders in the business) ; for 
after all we've got to keep our jobs—it’s not our fault 
that there are only twenty-eight actors in Hollywood who 
are good copy; it’s not our fault there’s not enough news 
to go around, we didn’t start the star system; we just 
work here, don’t mind us. 

But for some reason or other, perhaps it’s softening 
of the brain or hardening of the arteries, I should like 
to defend for a change those poor little victims of Supply 
and Demand, the Snooty Stars of Hollywood. And ex- 
plain to you, if possible, how they got that way. Snooty 
stars vary from year to 
year. Janet Gaynor, who 
used to be a Snooty Star, 


is now a Give Girl. 
Carole Lombard, who 
used to give all for 


press, for public, and for 
dear old Paramount, is 
now a Snooty Star. The 
Snooty Stars of today, 
according to the Five 
Hundred more or less, 
are Katharine Hepburn, 
Luise Rainer, Greta 
Garbo, Miriam Hopkins, 
Sylvia Sidney, Carole 
Lombard and, you 
guessedit, Simone 
Simon. 

Luise Rainer does 
(Please turn to page 96) 


Ann Sothern is the 
lovely heroine of Hol- 
lywood's most gallant 
real-life romance 


By 
Ben Maddox 


If you're inclined to believe that 
actresses are deliberate about ro- 
mance, read the inspiring story of 
Ann's marriage and change your 
mind! Top right, the blonde beauty, 
close-up. Next, with her husband, 
Roger Pryor, at their wedding. Above, 
a screen love scene with Don 
Ameche. Right, Hollywood's bravest 
bride at home. 


HOULD a smart girl forget all the modern warnings 
and be outrageously, recklessly romantic? Can she 
afford this? 

The one person I know who can answer, who can 
talk because she herself has dared to experiment, is Ann 
Sothern. Today she still is in the midst of her courageous 
personal try. 

“They say you are a fool to be romantic and I say I 
am not being silly!” she vows, gray eyes flashing. “Ves, 
and I’m sentimental besides, and I think it’s grand to 
be this way !” 

She has no qualms even though things have turned out 
as they have. Six months ago Ann impetuously married 
Roger Pryor. They climaxed the gala commotion caused 
by their sudden wedding by boarding a fancily decorated 
airplane and flying from Hollywood to Chicago. Then she 
had to return to California and he has had to stay there! 

You haven’t heard what’s happened since, of how 
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their bridal plane had a forced landing 
and how Ann, with her orchids and mink 
and maid, and Roger were stuck in a one- 
horse town. You haven’t heard of their 
spectacular arrival in Chicago and of their 
strange, hectic honeymoon. Nor of the 
lonely sequel. They were full of bright 
ideas about flying back and forth on 
alternate week-ends; so far their respec- 
tive jobs have allowed but two visits. 

SCREENLAND presents the entire fasci- 
nating story because it is the tale of a 
remarkable girl, remarkable because she 
has made herself famous the hard way— 
although she has reached for the moon 
she has settled for what fate has granted her and made 
the most of it! 

When you first meet Ann Sothern you presume she 
is all bubbling glamor; her hair is a gorgeous blonde, 
her make-up is exotic, and her voice trills. But that is 
the surface personality. That is Ann, the movie star. 

The girl I discovered behind this theatrical front isn't 
exotic or frivolous. She is, instead, a college girl who 
has deliberately made the most of herself. Like Frances 
Farmer, she hails from the University of Washington. 
But the gods of Hollywood didn’t shower luck on Ann; 
she’s had to climb slowly. She had to find the most 
flattering sort of make-up herself, diet so her figure 
would be enviable. When she was told she wasn't star 
material she had to buck that discouraging verdict. 

“There is nothing definite as to when Roger and I can 
be together again,” Ann admits today. “I’ve been at- 
tempting to get away on a (Please turn to page 72) 
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She's fed up with these ‘‘Pa- 
trician of Pictures’’ and ‘‘Dig- 
nified Dunne’’ titles! She 
wants to have fun; and so she 
carries on in the ‘Theodora 
Goes Wild’? manner, in her 
new picture with Randolph 
Scott, with whom she is shown 
at upper right. Above, as a 
medicine-show entertainer in 
this story of Pennsylvania’s 
oil boom of 1859 with music 
by Jerome Kern of ‘Show 
Boat’”” fame. Upper center, 
a Dunne dance for Dorothy 
Lamour, second lead in the 
picture. Finally, a ‘‘pom- 


Irene goes gaily wild again in “High, Wide, and Handsome” 


MENACE! Here, on this page, are those hearties who provide 
the sturdy, stalwart qualities to our screen. Take, for example, 
Humphrey Bogart, at right, who ever since “Petrified Forest”’ 
has been busy writing a new celluloid definition of “bad man.” 
Bogart wins the coveted chief réle in the film of “Dead End;”’ 
meanwhile he’s toiling at his home studio in other epics. Below, 
the cryptic Cesar Romero, so villainous he’s popular. Left, 
below, a welcome to Ricardo Cortez, whose Latin good looks 
are seen too rarely these days. Then, Spencer Tracy, Head 
Menace Man of the movies, who turns villains into heroes, and 
makes heroes more human. 


SCREENLAND’S show- 
case of important lads 
of the cinema, to satisty 
you whether you prefer 
to hiss the he-men or 
applaud the heroes, or 


even vice versa! 
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ROMANCE! And now, on this page, consider the gentlemen 
who apparently have everything their own way in their gelatine 
réles. They never fail to Get The Girl. They invariably recover 
the jewels, worst the villain, win the battle, and end in the time- 
honored clinch. But sometimes we wonder—do they get as 
much fun as the Menace Men? Well, Robert Donat, at left, 
always seems a little pained by it all, but perhaps he cheers up in 
“Knight without Armour,” opposite Dietrich. Jan Hunter, 
below, is the lucky man who’s always marrying Kay Francis, for 
the films. Lower left, Bing Crosby, who canalwayscroon. And 
Ray Milland, who gets a good grin out of it, anyway! 


Knee Action! 


Knee action that serves the ends of 


glamor, appealingly evident in the pict- 
ure of Carole Lombard, right, in “‘Swing 
High, Swing Low.” Upper left, Evelyn 
Terry, 18-year-old beauty, and Wayne 
Morris, above, screen newcomers, use 
‘knee action in the athletic sense. 


Allan Jones, whose latest film is 

“A Day at the Races,” spends a 

day at the beach. Above, Tyrone 

Power likes the knee action of the 

gray he’s riding for the exercise 
and fun of it. 


Just the right knee action gives a flair of chic to the 
stylish gown Eleanore Whitney is wearing in this 
pose above. Next right, a gal must watch her step for 
grace of motion when wearing a hula skirt like this. 
Far right, Olivia de Havilland, in a tricky demonstra- 
tion of knees at their best as she sways from left to 
tight. Below, perfect knee control enables Jean 
Harlow to put her best foot forward for Robert 
Taylor in “Personal Property.’ Lower right, Anita 
Louise does a graceful twirl in a merry moment. 


Notice how it steps up the power of eye=appeal, and 
adds sparkle and tempo to Hollywood's out=door life 


Artful pretending to 
make you believe they're 
somebody else, is a game 
the screen stars know 
how to play to perfec= 
tion. Here are some of 
your favorites doing their 


tricks of incognito 


Exposing a bit of magical masquerade. 
The Indian who hops like a frog, across 
page at upper left, is William Frawley. 
Below him, you’ll recognize Paul Muni 
in his newest false face for ‘‘The 
Woman I Love.’’ And from left to 
tight across bottom are Cesar Romero, 
bewhiskered and turbanned for ‘“‘Wee 
Willie Winkie;’’ Claude Rains sum- 
mons up a portrait of the past, the 
Earl of Hertford, in “The Prince and the 
Pauper;”’ Vivienne Osborne, believe it 
Or not,.as a “‘mysterious stranger” in 
“Danger, Men Working;’’ and, the 
most celebrated false face of ’em all, 
Warner Oland as Charlie Chan. 
Center, left, Reginald Owen gets a 
false face to play in ‘Dangerous Num- 
ber,’”’ and the “beard sculptor’? who 
does the trick looks enough like Bob 
Taylor to rate a screen test himself. 
Next, Marlene Dietrich and Robert 
Donat don’t use much make-up on 
their faces in “Knight Without Ar- 
mour,’”’ but have a look at those hats! 
Above, the false face familiar to every 
household—Robert Kent all a-lather. 


The Spring Crop 


Behold the newcomers! How many v 
shoot to fame and flourish in the son 


times kind, often cruel Hollywood clima 


Ben Bernie, top, the Old Maestro. himself, shown with all 
the lassies rather then the lads in ‘‘Wake Up and Live,”’ 
may rival his own radio fame in films. Della Lind, above, 
is M-G-M’S transplanted flower from Europe. And speak- 
ing of Continental cuties, consider Luli Deste from Vienna, 
top right; and Tilly Losch, at right, the ‘‘“Good Earth’ gal. 
As for home-grown products, we offer Robert Dalton, left, 
who has that Taylorish look; William Hall, lower left; Orie 
Heyward, ex-model, below; and Kenny Baker from radio. 


An ex-flyer now taking a flyer in films is 
John Trent, in circle at left. He’s soaring. 
Lynne Carver, below, blossoms in ‘‘May- 
time.”’ Marla Shelton, right, is the 
brunette menace to Jean Harlow in ‘‘Per- 
sonal Property,’’ with Robert Taylor. 
Joan Fontaine, left below, has a flower- 
like face and grace and Olivia de Havil- 
land for a sister. Dean Jagger, lower left, 
has a wholesome, manly grin. Sophie 
Tucker, below, center, the stream-lined 
‘ed-hot mama” of stage and night-clubs, 
has a second blooming in the next 
“Broadway Melody,”’ with Powell and 
Taylor. In circle below, Gloria Dickson, 
who débuts in “The Deep South.” 
Lower right, the statuesque Marcia Rals- 
ton in “Call Ic A Day.’’ What say? 


Pleasant Homes= 
Practically Without Chi-Chi! 


Grandeur marks many, but not all 
of the homes of Hollywood. See these 


You’ve looked at countless pictures of cinemaland 
costly show-places. Now turn your attention to the 
unpretentious houses, where life is cheerful in tl 
beauty of simple surroundings, and swank is a stra 
ger who may never enter. Below, Brian Donlevy 1 
laxing in his comfortable rumpus room. Left, Miscl 
Auer and his wife in the very livable living-room 
their home. Lower left, Reginald Owen, by his ov 
homey hearth. Lower center, Jane Darwell in h 
hospitable dining-room. Upper left, Mrs. Asta al 
likes a simple house—nothing doggy, you know. A: 
Mr. ‘“‘After The Thin Man” Asta, across to upf 

right, is equally contented in canine comfort. . 


— 


One of the pleasantest homes in the 
screen colony is that of the Ray 
Millands, pictured in the three views 
above. At top left, the exterior, with 
Ray to greet guests at the door. Left 
center, the living-room, with its tiled 
fireplace and tasteful furnishings. 
Above, the bedroom, with its good 
mahogany furniture with simple 
lines, its candlewick bedspread, and 
window hangings designed to permit 
the maximum of California sunshine. 
Atleft, a charming home for a charm- 
ing lady: Mary Boland is shown 
arranging flowers in her dainty, yet 
comfortable living-room. Miss Bol- 
and prefers pastel shades, so her 
carpet is a soft green, and the sofa 
and chairs covered in pastel brocade. 
Note the profusion of flowers 

Mary’s chief extravagance. 


‘ Famous 


Funny 


Fellows 


The world s their oyster— 


* 


with pearls in it—be- 
cause they know how to 


make us laugh 


Save your sighs for the handsome heroes; 
the Marx Brothers will take your guffaws. 
Above, the boys are at it again in ‘‘A Day 
At The Races.”” Right, Jack,Benny gets 
ready to give us more of his smooth, suave 
comedy in ‘“‘Artists and Models.” Below, 
Bob Burns takes his fun tricks, and Martha 
| Raye, with him on his trip in ‘Waikiki 
Wedding.’ Lower center, Wallace Beery 


making his funny facetogagup ‘‘Slave Ship.” Hick Hee 
ug erbert, 


Hollywood ’s 
Zany Number 
One, does a cane 
trick which you 
can follow from 
top to bottom at 
right, withalaugh 
at every stop. No 
sound track 


needed. 
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-hearsing lines for 
eir first picture togeth- 
_ above, Ed G. 
»binson and Bette 
avis. Right, Bette 
apped on the side- 
es. Below, Eddie puts 
e quiet on Joyce 
ompton’s ’phone 
at, by deftly pulling 
e plug in this scene. 


Rough , Tough P 


and Regular ‘- 


The candid camera catches up with a 
good “gang” including Eddie Robinson 
and Bette Davis, in “Kid Galahad” 


Hollywood gives Eddie a great send-off in his first picture since his return from 
abroad. “Kid Galahad” is a typical Robinson story, gusto, guns, gangs, and a 
superlative cast. At left below, Eddie rehearses with Humphrey Bogart. Below, 
Robinson ad-libs to Bogart: “I just dropped in for a crime, do you mind?” 


The Mo ¢ Beautiful Still of the Month 


Tom Brown and Mary Maguire in “That Man’s Here Again” 


ON 
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= & = International 


Most exciting screen team in the London film 

studios, directly above: Merle Oberon and 

Charles Laughton, together in “Il, Claudius.” 

Top, pretty Anna Lee. Center close-up, Lilli 

Palmer. Right, lovely Anna Neagle, Britain's 
leading cinema beauty. 


INCE Marlene Dietrich returned to 

Hollywood, Merle Oberon has be- 

come London’s Glamor Girl No. 1. 
She is to be seen lunching and dining in 
all the most exclusive restaurants, laughing and chat- 
ting at the smartest parties, and gracing every important 
premiere oi screen or theatrical show, invariably beauti- 
fully gowned and attended by an admiring masculine 
escort—sometimes two or three! 

Merle certainly looks adorable in the dark shades she 
is favoring these days, deep wine-red and chocolate 
brown and unrelieved black, shiny satins and velvets 
that set off her fresh warm skin and gold-flecked chest- 
nut hair so effectively. She had figure-fitting black lac- 


Glamor Parade on Piccadilly. Our 
special news letter about the 
stars at work and play abroad 


On 


quered satin and an upstanding halo 
she went to a gay cocktail party. 
at the Ritz one night with Earl and Countess 
Poulett, Merle scintillated in low-backed cloque 
crepe exactly the same rich ruby as the old bur- 
gundy she was drinking. 

And the tensest moment of the month occurred 
at a Park Lane hotel reception when Merle and 
Sally O’Neil arrived almost simultaneously wear- 
ing silver fox furs of identical style and design. 
Sally gave a horrified look at the other actress 
and hastily dropped her cape off into the hands 
of a flustered flunkey. Merle went rather pink 
but pretended nothing was wrong and made her 
usual spectacular entrance into the party room 
bestowing affectionate kisses upon her numerous 
friends. 

Undoubtedly Merle has a remarkable gift for 
friendship. She makes friends easily and keeps 
a staunchly and loy- 

I’d hate to have to 
a her transatlantic 
telephone bill—she calls 
up somebody in Holly- 
wood at least once a day. 
She told me that in three 
days alone, she had 
chatted across the ocean 
with Constance Bennett, 
Charles Boyer, Joel Mc- 
Crea, Ginger Rogers, and 
Norma Shearer (twice). 


By Hettie Grimstead 


hat when 
Having supper 


“There were things I 
wanted to tell them,” she 
laughed. 


Merle has a definite 
formula for friendship. 
“T just like everybody I 
meet and I go on liking 
them until they give me 
a serious reason for dis- 
liking them. Not so many 
do.” 

One thing is 
troubling her just now. 
After playing nice nat- 
ural girls in her films for 
Goldwyn, Merle returns 
to her old exotic type in 
eleG@laudius2. ease athe 
malicious MWessalina for 
whom no evil was too ap- 
palling if it furthered her ends at the Court of Ancient 
Rome. Merle thinks that the wider public her new screen 
personality has won may resent seeing her portraying 
such a “souless daughter of sin” as another character de- 
scribes her. So she had a talk with Korda and a fresh 
opening for the film is being written so that Messalina 
is first shown as a radiant young gil, one of the vestal 
virgins at Diana’s Temple, whose trust is betrayed and 
humil iated so that she grows to hate the men who have 
made her the city’s laughing- (Please turn to page 80) 


rather 
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THIS is the picture I’ve been waiting for! Oh, I haven’t 
been exactly brooding about it, but leaving previews with 
a baffled feeling I’d find myself remembering Ernst 


Lubitsch’s marvelous old celluloid satires, and wondering 
why some smart director—such as Lubitsch—didn’t make more. 
Mr. Lubitsch, apparently, has forgotten his formula; but smart 
young Mervyn LeRoy has thought up a new one of his own, 
complete with dialogue and a new Continental charmer; and the 
result, before you here, is more than satisfactory. It’s delicious. 
You'll be enchanted and you'll be amused, and you'll welcome the 
new star, Fernand Gravet, with open arms—well, wide-open eyes, 
anyway. You see, the story is by Groucho Marx (and.Norman 
Krasna, of course); and some of the situations are so funny I 
don’t see why Mr. Marx hasn’t saved them for his own pictures. 
The dialogue is gorgeously funny; and all the time there is that 
usually unattainable blend of humor and romance, but beautiful 
—particularly as enacted in just the right spirit by M. Gravet 
and Joan Blondell. The title tells the plot, but it won’t be the 
plot you'll go to see, or stay to watch. It’s the gaiety and good 
will in this love story of an ex-King and an menicnn chorus girl. 

ti 
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LOST HORIZON—Columbia MARKED WOMAN—Warners 


UNQUESTIONABLY the “b’g” picture of the season, HIGH-POWERED shocker, notable as Bette Davis’ re- 
is Frank Capra’s long aw aited, Oe picturization of turn vehicle and as the latest in the Warner Bros. series 
James Hilton’s novel. “Lost Horizon” on the screen is of exposés of current front-page problems. Grim, that’s 
not the “Lost Horizon” you knew and loved between what it is, without the slightest leaven of humanity or 
| book covers. Where the difference occurs, whether in screen- humor; but praiseworthy in its refusal to sugar-coat or charm. 
| translation or in direction, is the current question before all con- You'll be glad, I hope, as I am, that Bette Davis celebrates her 
| firmed picture-goers right now. Ironically, it seems to me that come-back with a rdle as uncompromising in its reality as her 
the question of conflict presented in Hilton’s book is precisely the | memorable Mildred of “In Human Bondage.” She’s a “night-club 
complication that occurred in filming it. The old, old question, hostess,” by courtesy of Mr. Hays, who’s the most intelligent of 
word it as you will: art or box-office? Write your own answer. her group and who finally dares to fight the ruthless leader of this 
Certainly Colman has never given a finer, more sensitive and particular racket, because of her martyred younger sister. Miss 
sustained performance than as Robert Conway, chief victim of the Davis gives an unusually colorful performance, but I wish she’d 
most picturesque airplane “kidnapping” in current literature. Off curb her tendency to stylize her highly individual technique to its 
to a thrilling start, “Lost Horizon” cracks up at Shangri-La, the extreme. Most daring of all our actresses, Bette is more forceful 
fabulous lamasery where, due to the stay enforced upon Conway than ever in “Marked Woman,” and is still the star despite the 
end his companions by the High Lama, and due also, apparently, competition in the cast of Mayo Methot and Isabel Jewell, who 
to uninspired scissoring in the studio cutting-room, our epic becomes are splendid. Eduardo Ciannelli, whom you'll recall from “Winter- 
episodic, interest lags, excitement wanes, and the beautiful spiritual set,” makes the most of the gruesome racketeer. Humphrey 
message of “Lost Horizon” somehow gets lost. Best in cast: Bogart is the forceful attorney, while Jane Bryan, newcomer, 
H. B. Warner, Sam Jaffe, Edward Everett Horton, excellent. registers appealingly as Bette’s younger sister. Not for juniors. 
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MOST CONTROVERSIAL CINEMA: 


"Lost Horizon" 


NEW RAVE: 


Fernand Gravet in ‘The King and the 
Chorus Girl" 


GRIMMEST DRAMA: 
"Marked Woman" 


BEST NEW TEAM: 


Tyrone Power and Loretta Young 
"Love Is News" 


UNSTARRED STAR OF THE SEASON: 


Edward Everett Horton in ‘Lost Hori- 
zon'' and "The King and the 
Chorus Girl" 


OUTSTANDING IN "SUPPORT": 


Cary Grant in "When You're in Love" 
Isabel Jewell in ‘Lost Horizon" 
Eric Blore in ‘Quality Street" 


SURPRISE PERFORMANCE: 


Don Ameche in "Love Is News'' 


WHEN YOU'RE IN LOVE—Columbia 


WELL, YOU’LL want to hear Grace Moore singing 
Minnie the Moocher—with gestures—if you don’t see an- 
other exhibit of galloping gelatine this month! It’s well 
worth more than the admission price, I assure you, to 
see this pet babe of the Met. and the mike swing it without losing 
even a little of her prima donna poise. Miss Moore is indeed 
the unconquerable diva, no matter how valiantly her scenarist 
and director work to make her just-folks. However, I really 
enjoyed this latest Moore picture quite as much as “One Night 
oi Love,” with the added inducement of Cary Grant, at his most 
picturesque since “Sylvia Scarlett,’ though very different. Cary 
plays the struggling young artist who marries the singer for 
convenience, and—oh, you bright children, you! Why aren't you 
all writing Grace Moore movies? Of course Love comes, and 
Grace and Cary welcome it; and there are more songs and smart 
Sayings, and before you know it you're pleasantly hypnotized into 
a Grace Moore Fan, and waiting for her next picture, not ex- 
actly with bated breath, but pleasurable anticipation. I, for one, 
would be glad if Miss Moore would get really low-down and 
toss off a couple more arias, leaving the Winnites to the Mermans. 


LOVE IS NEWS—20th Century-Fox 
Sa FROTHIEST and most engaging comedy of the month, 


ene! presenting a new screen love team in Tyrone Power and 
i Loretta Young—who met, you'll remember, in “Ladies in 

Love,” but got off to a bad start, and I hope this isn’t the 
finish. Mr. Zanuck, you’ve got something there. Because this team 
is not manufactured; it’s a natural for youth, sex menace, and 
spontaneity. Why, even this gagged-up newspaper yarn is made 
almost credible, and certainly absolutely charming, by Tyrone and 
Loretta—smart young reporter pursued by “prettiest heiress” idea, 
with man-eating managing editor panting for scoop—oh, you 
know. But it’s the way it’s done—the way Tay Garnett has di- 
rected with such bouncing zest and unashamed gusto; the way 
Tyrone swaggers in his first really important modern part, but 
you don’t mind the swagger; it’s insouciant; it’ll amuse you. The 
way Loretta ceases, once and for all, I hope, to be a wistful 
wisher and becomes a vivid, vital huntress with a mean sense 
of humor. A high spot for the audience, if a new low for lovely 
Loretta, is when Tyrone plops her into a mud-puddle, and not 
by mistake, either. Yes, it’s that kind of a picture, you'll love it. 
Don Ameche is no longer courtly, but caustic, and a knockout. 
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QUALITY STREET—RKO-Radio 


sae, KATHARINE HEPBURN is the most contradictory 
ere) star in films! Oh, so you know that. Well, you'll agree, 
i. then, I suppose, that she can be most brittle and annoying, 

of all the moderns in a twentieth-century rdle; and that 
she can, contrary-wise, completely submerge her startling, sharp 
personality in a “quaint” Barrie characterization—and make you 
believe in her, or rather in her role. There’s only one answer, as 
I see it: like her or not, the gal’s an actress and a show-woman. 
She has never proved it so pointedly as in this perfectly delightful 
picturization of a beloved Barrie play, set in the 1800’s in Eng- 
land, and telling the bitter-sweet story of a spirited girl whose 
disappointment in young love turns her into a sedate school- 
teacher until—but Barrie, and Hepburn, can tell you the rest of 
it. Never has a period piece been more lovingly and carefully 
staged and directed, and the cast is one of the finest of this or any 
other month. Franchot Tone is quite in his element in the roman- 
tic trappings of his Victorian role; he is surely at his best in 
costume pictures. Eric Blore is present for authentic comedy; and 
Fay Bainter and Estelle Winwood, distinguished stage veterans, 
add their very definite distinction. But it’s Hepburn’s picture. 
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Interlude 
in Gay 
aris 


A too-convivial evening in Paris starts the 
deception forced on Peter Lynch, Tyrone 
Power, by Victor, Adolphe Menjou. But clever 
plans strike complications when an American 
boy is asked to pretend he's a prince when 
he meets a girl like Laura, Loretta Young. 


E WAS so very young and so very tight and so 
very beguiling. Even as he made his absurd but 
none the less persistent demands on the Metro- 

pole staff of waiters his wide grin came, boyish and in- 

gratiating as if he had no idea of the nuisance he was 
making of himself. Or maybe he did. You really couldn't 
tell about these young Americans! 

“T want a roasted eagle!” He was going on and on, 
and the waiter found his eyes searching desperately for 
Victor. There wasn’t another café manager like Victor 
in the whole of Paris. He could handle even a tight young 
American and make him like it. 

“A fine, strong eagle with a level head and a sense of 
responsibility—but roasted!” the young American was 
insisting. ‘“And some stewed buttercups au gratin, and—” 

“But the kitchen is closed, sir,” the waiter said wearily. 
“Tt’s very late, practically morning, if you will allow me 
to remind you. Every one else has left.” 

“T shan’t move from this spot until—’ The boy looked 
up and stopped. For Victor stood there, smiling and im- 
perturbable, and the situation he couldn’t handle had 
not been invented yet. 

“Ah, my dear sir.” Victor’s voice came as smoothly 
as always. “Is something wrong?” 

“Why can’t I have a roast eagle?” the young man 
asked, and some of his belligerence went with Victor not 
showing by as much as a flicker of eyelash that the de- 
mand was anything but sound. 

“But you can, sir.” Victor as usual managed just the 
right degree of nonchalance. He turned sternly to the 
waiter. “One roast eagle for the gentleman, instantly!” 

As the bewildered waiter looked on, Victor helped the 
American to his feet and somehow managed to do it as 
though the young man was helping him. It was things 
like this that made Victor’s reputation. 

“And now your car is ready, sir,” he said smoothly, 
and the young man saw that he was. standing in front of 
the check-room and that Victor was helping him on with 
his coat. 

“But my eagle—” he began. 

“Naturally, I haven’t forgotten it.” Victor bowed as 
he produced his hat, with a flair that suggested possible 
rabbits being pulled out of it any minute. “But surely, sir, 
you haven’t forgotten that an eagle must be hung for 
twenty-four hours before cooking? But how I envy you, 
tomorrow night at this time! I suggest, sir, that in addi- 
tion to roast eagle we have, perhaps, a purée of thistle- 


down and possibly, yes certainly, a salad of field flowers.” 

The young man wafted an ecstatic but unsteady kiss 
towards the morrow’s dinner and extracted a bank note 
from his wallet. Even as he seemingly failed to give it 
the recognition of the merest glance Victor saw that it 
was a thousand france note that he was putting in his 
pocket. A huge tip, but only a drop in the bucket as far 
as his needs were concerned. It would take many thou- 
sands of requests for eagles and unruly young millionaires 
who gave lavish tips like this to fill Victor’s need of 
money. 

The imperturbable mask that was assumed only for the 
patrons of the Café Metropole dropped as soon as the 
boy was ushered through the door. Instead came the scowl 
that must never be seen by cash customers, and all the 
suavity in Victor’s voice gave way to a swift, almost quer- 
ulous staccato. 

“Waiter number four has a faint beard.” He swung on 
the maitre d’hotel. “Shave him! The uniform of number 
five stinks of benzine. Clean it! And let us change the 
head of the income tax department from table four to 
thirty-four. We have trouble enough now with the income 
tax without putting him where he can watch our cash 
register. And oh yes, where can we get strawberries ?” 

“Nowhere!” The maitre d’hotel flung out his hands. 
“They're out of season.” 

“We must find wild strawberries !”’ Victor said crisply. 
“Joseph Ridgeway, the millionaire automobile man from 
Detroit, is partial to them, and his radiogram from the 
Normandie says his sister wants some of that special 
caviar and his daughter wants celebrities. We must have 
them all by Monday night when he has reserved a table 
eres: 

Victor’s usually spry shoulders sagged a bit as he went 
into his office, and then involuntarily they straightened 
again as he found himself looking into a revolver held 
by the wizened little cashier of the Café Metropole. 

“Stop, don’t move an inch!” For a minute Max! had 
thought he could put menace into his voice, but it came 
with his old-time quiver. So he didn’t even try to be 
forceful as he went on: “I can’t wait any longer. I’m 
going insane!” 

“This sort of insanity usually leads to the guillotine.” 
Victor actually found himself speaking to one of the 
employees as he did to the Metropole guests, ingratiat- 
ingly and with that hypnotic purr that usually made 
things come out as he wanted. (Please turn to page 86) 


The romance of an American 

chap who poses as a prince, and 

a girl from home who _ thinks 

more of love than titles. A nov- 

elized version of ''Café Metro- 

pole,’ starring Tyrone Power and 
Loretta Young 


Fictionized by 


Elizabeth B. Petersen 


Please See Page 86 for Cast and Credits. 


The "prince" and 
the American 


heiress make a 
dramatic entrance 
at Café Metro- 
pole, above. 
Right, Loretta 
Young and Ty- 
rone Power; be- 
low, in scenes with 
Menjou, Charles 
Winninger, and 
Helen Westley. 
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Ronald Colman and Jane Wyatt made love 
like this, below, before the sun came over 
the mountain, for "Lost Horizon."' Right, 
Gary Cooper and Frances Dee, romantic for 
"Souls at Sea," so early in the morning. 


love at 
Sunrise 


T WAS quite some time before I recovered from the 
shock. | mean the shock of discovering that the great 
lovers of the screen didn’t love each other at all, that 

their kisses were as phoney as Hollywood snow, and that 

the wild look of passionate desire that crept into their 
eyes as they contemplated each other in breath-taking 
close-ups was a little trick they picked up in dramatic 
school. Being a deep-dyed sentimentalist at heart, I was 
utterly convinced that two people who made love with 
such exciting beauty on the screen just had to love each 
other, really and truly. But I wasn’t in Hollywood long 
before I discovered differently. Came the dawn the day 

I was sitting on a set and saw one of our dearly be'oved 

heroes eat a huge hunk of garlic before doing a tender 

little love scene with one of the more ethereal glamor 
girls. 
That was shock number one. Shock number two, and 

I am still recovering from that, came when I learned 

to my dismay that those thrillingly beautiful love scenes 

that have the audiences panting for breath and fairly 
swooning in the aisles of the theatres are usually taken 
at six or seven o'clock in the cold rays of a rising sun! 

Imagine being able to say, “I love you, darling, oh, how 


. . . . . . . >? 
I love you,” with stirring conviction at six in the morn- 
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ing, and on an empty stomach. Me, who cant say a 
civil word to anyone before eleven. And I bet your dis- 
position is just as bad in the morning as mine is. Well, 
I must say actors certainly earn their money. 

Just as it is one of those unwritten laws in cinemania 
that two people in a picture who have never met each 
other must immediately do their big love scene the first 
day of production, just so it is generally understood in 
Hoilywood that location love scenes must be made before 
breakfast. You can be sure the actors didn’t make the 
law. They don’t want to make love before breakfast any 
more than you and I do—they don’t want to get up, 
either. But it seems that the morning sun is usually clear 
and bright, and the location cameraman just must have 
his morning sun. Many a poor star has pulled her pretty 
coiffure and wailed, “Why must I get up at four in the 
morning? On the stage I never got up until four in the 
afternoon. I can’t get emotional at that hour! How can I 
be expected to do my best work?” But all she gets is a 
curt, “The light is right,”’ from the cameraman and the 
director, and that is that. Light is far more important in 
pictures than acting, and a star always finds that out the 
first time she goes on location. 

Also, it might interest you to know, sunsets in the films 
are usually sunrises, a sunrise being far easer to photo- 
graph than a sunset for obvious reasons. Most of the big 
thrilling outdoor love scenes in a picture, as in life, occur 


Here's how stars build up to the 
romantic mood before breakfast— 
because the cameras see better in the 


dawn's early light! 


at sunset, so that’s why the cam- 
eraman is so fussy about his sun- 
rise. Afternoon sun is very tricky, 
shadows are likely to fall any 
place, and what a bawling out 
they'd get from the “front of- 
fice’ if a shadow clipped off 
Robert Taylor’s widow's peak 
just as he was kissing his leading 
lady. And think how furious 
Marlene Dietrich would be if a 
nasty shadow fell across her 
profile just as she was renouncing 
loveson lite) or the desert, or 
something. The camera is a most 
terrifically sensitive instrument. 
A petite furrow in madame’s 
brow can easily look like a plowed 
field. Naturally the glamor girls 
want to look their youngest, 
prettiest, and freshest in their 
love scenes, so although they com- 
plain bitterly they are right there 
for the sunrise. Yes, “‘she walks 
in beauty”—at six A.M., thanks 
to the cameraman. | 

Miriam Hopkins, who is def- 


By Liz Williams 


Claudette Colbert and Fred MacMurray, above, dancing with 
love in their eyes and yawns in their hearts, at 6 A. M. for 
"Maid of Salem." Left, sun-up often finds that grand team, 
Nelson Eddy and Jeanette MacDonald, singing a love duet. 
Below, fresh, glamorous, and gay, Ida Lupino appears before 
the camera dressed for evening—before breakfast! 


initely“‘of the theatre’? where prima donnas do their best 
emoting at ten of an evening before the second act cur- 
tain, wasn’t at all pleased when the assistant director of 
“The Woman I Love,” (Hopkins, Paul Muni, and Louis 
Hayward), came up to her on the nice comfortable RKO 
set one afternoon and said, “Miss Hopkins, be at Point 
Mugu in make-up at five in the morning.” Well, Miriam 
is a trouper if nothing else, though it is bruited about in 
the market places that she’s a very tasty dish too; so she 
drove up to Ventura, a little town on 
the coast, took a room at the hotel, 
and before the dawn’s early light was 
over on Point Mugu with the rest 
of the dreamy-eyed company. Point 
Mugu, an excellent fishing spot, had 
become for the nonce a French air- 
plane base at the front during the 
War; and Madame Miriam of Paris 
was there to visit her husband, Mon- 
sieur Muni, and her boy friend, 
Monsieur Hayward (you know how 
those triangles are). Miriam and 
Louis were to have one of those 
you-are-my-best-friend’s-wife-but-oh- 
how-I-love-you scenes in an old ruin 
with the planes in the background 
just as the first six) rays of the 
sun crept over the bay. But it seems 
that everybody on the “The Woman 
I Love” company had gotten an 
early call except the sun—the sun 
didn’t get up at all. And while Miriam 
and Louis, frozen to the marrow by 
a chill wind from the sea, waited in 
an awful yawning silence to fall into 
each other’s arms for their scene 
d'amour, large raindrops began to 
fall. There are some years in Cali- 
fornia, and this is one of the years, 
when Sadie Thompson and_ the 
Reverend Davidson might easily mis- 
take the place for Pago-Pago; but 
assistant (Please turn to page 78) 
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‘plane flying high above the studio. 


Take-a-Chance 


Stewart 


By Ruth Tildesley 


ce 


LIKE risks,” said James Stew- 
art, squinting through the finder 
of his Leica camera at an air- 


“Perhaps that’s why I’m crazy about 
airplanes. I have a pilot’s license 
and I fly whenever |] can, but the 
studio doesn’t like my taking 
chances. 

“T can’t take chances in the air, 
but nobody cares if I take chances 
with my Leica!” 

He smiled, and his face, which 
looks somewhat bored and sullen in 
repose, magically changed. 

“When you take a picture, you 
challenge yourself to get something 
on the film that expresses your idea. 
I never use an exposure meter—an 
instrument that tells you exactly what light you need for 
your subject—because I think it’s cheating for an amateur 
to use one. With a meter you know the light is right and 
so there’s no risk. I like risks!” 

It was Henry Fonda who first showed Jimmy the 
possibilities of excitement in amateur photography. 

“Hank was always wandering around with his camera 
or shutting himself up in his dark-room and then yell- 
ing for us to come and see something. First thing we 
knew, all the rest of us—Joshua Logan and John Swope 
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James Stewart, candid cameraman, and some 
of his shots. Reading down from upper left: 
Eleanor Powell, on the set; stop-action shot of 9 _ 
a dog; boat, an interesting pictorial study. 


and myself, who shared the house with Hank at the 
time—got Leicas, too, and began shooting. 

“Hank is an artist. He paints and sculptures and turns 
out some real stuff. His pictures are pictures. Mine aren't 
in the same class. 

“Being keen about airplanes, I enjoy shooting them. 
Once I got some good shots at the air races, and the 
other day I got a couple of pretty decent things of pro- 
pellers at the airport. 

“Being plane-crazy started when I was a little kid. 


If it isn't adventurous, it isn't fun to James Stewart, so he risks failure to 


get enjoyment, even with his candid camera. Read his "snapshot" ideas 


One Christmas Dad got me a plane I could sit in and 
drive around the sidewalk. It had an alarm clock’s works 
for a motor and all sorts of gadgets. It didn’t occur to 
me that it wouldn’t really fly if I could once get it off the 
ground, so when the boy next door suggested that we 
haul the plane up on the roof of our house and start 
flying from there, I was all for it. 

“Took half a day to get the thing up on the roof, and 
then I got into the cockpit and rolled off the edge. 

“Well, it wouldn’t fly. I broke nothing but my heart 
and the toy plane, for a wonder. But it didn’t cure my 
yen for taking chances.” 

Gene Kornman, portrait artist at 20th Century-Fox, 
called Jimmy in just then to continue an all-day session 
of poster-making for “Seventh Heaven.” Simone Simon, 
in a plain, scant black frock, joined him before the cam- 
era. As Diane and Chico, she sat on his lap; he knelt 
at her side; she stood before him; they looked up, they 
looked down, they frowned, they smiled, they ate, they 
did everything that could be suggested. 

“But that sort of stuff is strictly professional,” Jimmy 
pointed out, in a breathing space. “Men trained for it, 
Ike Gene Kornman, are so far ahead of the amateur that 
there’s no use competing. The thing 
for us to do is to stick to candid stuff. 

“T like to experiment. I took a shot 
of myself in the mirror the other day. 

It wasn’t very good, but it had pos- ° 
sibilities. Next time I think I'll get 
something. 

“Children are good subjects. Hank’s 


little step-daughter is about five and very pretty. We go 
out there on Sundays a lot and I shoot her. She’s per- 
fectly willing to pose. You know, the old-fashioned 
panels people used to make of kids? Well, that’s coming 
back with the Leica. You shoot the kid’s different expres- 
sions as he turns his head. One way to make him turn 
it is to have someone stand by with a bright or noisy 
toy and attract him, then shoot the expressions as they 
pass, and mount them in a strip. 

“We do about the same thing with the dog. If some- 
one shows him a ball, he stands quite still. He expects 
you to throw it, and then he'll go after it, but while he 
waits, he’s perfectly still. That’s how we trap him. 

“Our next-door neighbor has a monkey that has a 
baby, just so big,” he measured a few inches. “Maybe 
that monkey’s all right to his owner, but he sure is mean 
to me. I had to hide in the shrubbery for hours to get 


some pictures of the mother and baby monkey together. 

“Ted Allen, candid camera expert at M-G-M, takes 
swell candid stuff. He’s given me lots of pointers. The 
good thing about him is that he never wears you out 
when he’s shooting you. He takes you from place to 
place, talks about cameras or something and says: “Let’s 
try this!’ or ‘Can we get something different here?’ and 
before you're bored, it’s over. 

“That’s the way to get real candid shots. Get co-oper- 
ation. But you can’t always manage it. At home back 
East recently, I took a lot of stuff of the family and 
friends, but they all thought it was sort of silly and they 
were self-conscious, so none of it was much good, 

“T often try to catch people off-guard, but unless 
you're sure of the focus and light you don’t get what 
you want because they move just as you shoot or a 
shadow comes in and spoils the thing you thought you 
had. 

“T got a good portrait of Eleanor Powell on the set of 
‘Born to Dance,’ but there I didn’t have to worry about 
lights. At home I used ordinary bridge lamps and the 
results weren't first-class. You can use flash lamps at 
home and get better results. (Please turn to page 81) 


Pictures from Jimmy 
Stewart's album. 
Note the “balance” 
he gets in his views. 
Far left, Nelson Eddy 
and companion in 
motor launch; nearer, 
view of joshua tree 
and rider on the 
desert. Below: lake 
scene, and, at bot- 
tom, activity on the 
"Rose Marie” loca- 
tion at Lake Tahoe. 
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Sport of kings! Fred Astaire and his wife, seen as they attended 
the races. Mrs. Astaire seems still excited over the last race. 
Fred must have had the winner. He smiles. 


Amusing story! At a recent Hollywood party, Barbara Stanwyck 
told a new one, and W. S. Van Dyke, her attentive escort, Bob 
Taylor, and Edward Arnold got the humor of it. 


Here’s Hollywood 


HE first thing Bob Taylor did when he 

arrived back from his recent trip was to 
buy Barbara Stanwyck a present—a beau- 
tiful platinum ring, fashioned like a strap 
and buckle. It’s too, too lovely. 


UST to settle all those rumors about the 
Errol Flynns, the truth of the situation 
is that Lili Damita is taking advantage of 
the opportunity to visit her mother in 
Paris, which she had planned before Christ- 
mas last year, while Errol will visit England 
and his family in Ireland. His companion on 
the trip is a Dr. Erban, whom Errol has 
known since the old New Guinea days—a 
grand, middle-aged adventurous character 
and one of Errol’s favorite people in the 
world. An interesting thing about’ this 
friendship is that Dr. Erban speaks very 
little English while Errol knows practically 
nothing of German—the doctor’s native 
tongue. Most of their conversing is therefore 
done in the pigeon English they both learned 
in the South Seas. From Ireland, Errol and 
Dr. Erban are planning to visit Spain and, 
if time permits, South America. It’s my 
guess, though, that there'll be a stop-over in 
Paris for Errol—long enough for him to 
spend at least a few days with Lilt. 


UBY KEELER once told me_ she'd 

rather play a good game of golf than 
be a movie star. Guess it wasn’t all talk, 
either, as I'm informed Ruby’s score runs 
around eighty most days—which would 
give most of the men hereabouts a run for 
their money. Ruby spends every available 
hour on the golf course. 


YRNA LOY has started a new fad 

in table service. For each guest she 
entertains at dinner in her new home, she 
has supplied a complete dinner service of 
an individual pattern, so that no guest has 
dishes like that of any other. Cute, but 
costly ! 


IMMY STEWART is still chuckling 

over that bet he won the other day. 
Seems Jimmy lost ten pounds while mak- 
ing “Seventh Heaven” and wanted to put 
them back on. His doctor volunteered to 
put on five pounds within the week. “Can’t 
be done,” says Jimmy. “Can so,” says doc. 
“T'll bet you,” says Jimmy. “Bet’s on,” says 
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Candid close-ups of 
private-life doings of 
the cinema celebrities 


By Weston East 


doc. “And what's more, if you don’t gain 
the five pounds, you don’t have to pay 
me!” So Jimmy was sent to the hospital, 
(feeling kinda silly), put to bed, and kept 
on a diet of eight quarts of milk a day, 
with plenty of sleep. At the end of the 
week, he’d gained one-half pound, exactly. 
P.S. Jimmy doesn’t like mill any more, 
even though it did help him win his bet. 


Vie die laughing to see those big he- 
men, Director John Ford and Victor 
McLaglen, doing a take-off of a water 
buffalo for Shirley Temple out on the set of 
“Wee Willie Winkie.’ Seems Shirley had 
never seen a water buffalo and wanted to 
know how they’d act, on account of there’s 
supposed to be one in the picture. By the 
way, Shirley’s just been promoted to the 
fourth grade by her private teacher on the 
Fox lot. The only thing Shirley asked for, 
when being informed of her promotion, was 
that she might have a report card like 
her other friends who attend the public 
school! 


NE of the strangest luncheon groups 

we've seen in a long time we glimpsed 
in the M-G-M commissary the other noon 
when Gloria Swanson lunched with Harpo 
Marx, and Adrian, the studio’s stylist. And 
they had fun, too! 


NE of the sweetest and most touching 

scenes we’ve witnessed in months took 
place at the Santa Fe station in Pasadena 
when George Raft entrained for Miami. 
George’s big limousine drew up at the 
platform and who should emerge but 
George and Virginia Peine’s small daugh- 
ter with her nurse, come to see him off. 
As the cry of “all aboard” was heard, 
George picked the youngster up for a last 
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hug and kiss and hurriedly climbed on the 
train. The expression on the child’s face 
was terribly pathetic, as she watched the 
train disappear, while she tried to keep back 
those tears. Incidentally, Virginia was con- 
spicuous by her absence. There’s no doubt 
but what those two have pf-ft, but we’re 
laying a little bet right here and now that 
itll probably be patched up, what with 
George vacationing in Miami and Virginia 
planning to join the Schenck party on that 
fishing trip off the coast of Florida. 


International 


Very social! Ginger Rogers, resplendent 

in silver fox, and squired by Alfred G. 

Vanderbilt, attends one of the film 
colony's brilliant parties. 


Acme 


Confidences! Bette Davis, her husband, Harmon Nelson, and 
Paul Muni withdraw to a quiet corner for companionable con- 
versation during the course of a recent social evening. 


[p22 you ever hear of a star who had not 
only one but five doubles? Well, I just 
discovered the other day that “Silver,” 
Buck Jones’ famous horse, has just that. 
And even people who have worked with 
Buck and “Silver” for years can't tell the 
doubles from Buck’s favorite. Buck won't 
take any unnecessary chances with “Silver” 
and insists that all dangerous riding be 
done with one of the doubles—just in case. 


O ONE can accuse Tyrone Power of 

not paying his just debts. Seems 
Tyrone walked into the Victor Hugo the 
other evening and was invited to join 
Loretta Young, sister Sally Blane and 
Norman Foster for a cocktail. Then Ty- 
rone insisted on buying one for the party. 
When it came time for him to rejoin his 
own party, he thoughtlessly neglected to 
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Excitement! Mr. and Mrs. Henry Fonda 

experience one of racing's thrills, as 

they await the judges’ decision on a 
close finish at Santa Anita. 


settle his bill with Norman. The next day, 
on the set of “Café Metropole,’ he men- 
tioned the oversight to Loretta. Loretta 
loves a gag as well as the next one and 
she saw one looming on the horizon. With- 
out saying any more about the matter, she 
contacted everyone on the set and collected 
a penny from each one. These she put in 
a box and wrapped elaborately, sending 
them around to Norman’s office with a 
note, explaining they were in payment of 
Tyrone’s debt of the night before! 


HEY tell me those red roses which are 
sent around from the florist daily to 
Clark Gable are from Carole Lombard’s 
florist. We wouldn’t want to say Carole 
actually sends them, but it is a coincidence. 


OAN CRAWFORD and Franchot Tone 

were hosts the other evening to Phil 
Huston and Olivia de Havilland at dinner 
at the Troc. It appears Olivia was recently 
presented to Joan, who became so enthused 
about her girlish freshness, she wanted to 
know her better. Hence, the dinner party. 
Phil, by the way, met Olivia when he 
worked in a picture with her sister and 
has since become that intrigued! Also at 
the Troc, on the same evening, were Sylvia 
Sidney with Joe Mankiewicz. 


Ge June Lang has broken her en- 
gagement to Victor Orsatti, she’s been 
stepping out with Douglas Fowley, Alfred 
Vanderbilt, Jr., Earl Carroll, and Carl 
Laemmle, Jr., alternately. 


Qn DE HAVILLAND is that up- 
set at all the publicity she’s been get- 
ting about the hermit-like life she leads. 
She wants it to be known she really isn't 
trying to be exclusive, but is just so serious 
about her career she hasn't time to devote 
to gadding about town to night-clubs, etc. 
When she’s made her mark and meets the 
right man, Olivia insists she'll tell the 
world about: it. 


OHN BOLES, Walter Pidgeon, and 

Doris Nolan got even with director 
Eddie Buzzell. Eddie had played a mean 
trick on them all the first day of shooting 
on “As Good as Married” by presenting 
them all with “breakaway” presents. The 
flowers he sent to Doris crumbled into 
ashes when she picked them up; the watch 
he presented to John broke into a thou- 
sand pieces when he attempted to fasten 
it on his wrist, and the make-up case he’d 
brought for Walter broke into splinters as 
he picked it up. So-o-o they were all laying 
for Eddie and one morning they had their 
revenge. Eddie came to work attired in a 
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Love in bloom! Arline Judge and Dan Topping, millionaire 
sportsman, at a popular Hollywood café. Romance began for 
them when they met in New York not so very long ago. 


pair of very elegant plaid pants. Taking 
one look at the creation, they refused to 
go to work. Eddie was obliged to send over 
to the wardrobe department for another 
pair of trousers before they'd budge! 


ARMON NELSON and Bette Davis 

are at present staging a reunion. 
Seems Harmon tied up not long ago with 
a musical agency in New York. But he 
got so homesick for Bette, he’s had himself 
transferred to the Hollywood office. 


HE Academy awarding event was bril- 

fiant, but no surprise party. Final out- 
come: Luise Rainer, best actress, for 
“Great Ziegfeld;” Paul Muni, best actor, 
for “Louis Pasteur;” Frank Capra, top 
director, for “Mr. Deeds Goes to Town,” 
drew-“I told you so’s” by the bushel. 


Jes LOUISE has just dispatched a 
cable to the Rod La Roques in Eng- 
land, asking permission to build a fence 
around their house, which she is renting. 
In the last six months, Anita has spent 
over $150 in rewards for the return of her 
pet Scotty, which insists on running away 
regularly. She’s hoping the fence will help 
the situation. Garbo finds fences helpful. 


ND speaking of Garbo, despite the per- 
sistent rumors that it’s more than just 
friendship between the Swedish star and 
George Brent, George insists it’s just that. 
He also maintains there’s nothing to the 
talk about Anita Louise as the second Mrs. 
Brent. They’re also just friends. Further, 
George says if and when he marries again, 
he will not marry a professional woman 
but wishes to be the sole wage-earner in 
the family. So there you are! 


ONY MARTIN, of the golden voice, 

received quite a blow to his vanity the 
other day when he entertained his former 
boss, Tom Gueron, manager of the Bal 
Tabarin Café in San Francisco, by taking 
him to the fights. They’re awfully good 
friends and can take quite a lot of ribbing 
from one another. However, Tony was 
just a little pleased at showing Tom around 
the town since he’d become somewhat of a 
success, but was trying not to show it. 
Just as they came out of the fights, three 
young boys rushed up. Tony puffed up a 
bit and got out his pencil to autograph the 
slips of paper the boys were carrying. But 
much to his surprise, they ignored him 
completely and asked Tom for his auto- 
graph! Tom is quite handsome and they 
thought he must be a movie star at least, 
but didn’t give Tony a tumble. 

(Please turn to page 99) 
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BO 


EE, 


Show Your 


Hand! 


Hollywood beauties are 
adept at the art of making 
their hands flatter their 


famous faces 


By Elin Neil 


There's beauty in every graceful pose 
of Wendy Barrie's perfectly groomed 
hands! Her fingernails are red— 
but not too red—from moon to tip. 


HEN Wendy Barrie raises her hand to her face, 

its smooth whiteness is a compliment to her 

complexion, And the deep glow of her perfectly 
groomed fingernails is in complete harmony with the 
color of her lips. 

Wendy knows how important hands are to the beauty 
ensemble, and she treats hers accordingly. She can be 
proud to show them anytime and any place, because 
she’s secure in the knowledge that they contribute their 
full share to her appearance of poise and _ loveliness. 
And right there is a beauty rule every one of you should 
follow to the letter—be proud to show your hands! 

Hands have a three-fold duty to beauty. They should 
accentuate the attractiveness of your face, your clothes, 
and your figure in action. That sounds like a big bill to 

fill, but it can be done by any pair of hands, no matter 
what their size and shape. 

Your first job is to keep your hands as soft, smooth, 
and light-toned as the skin on your face. If they’re busy 
hands with housework or gardening to do, protect them. 
Use mild soap wherever you can. Wear rubber gloves 
when it’s necessary to handle caustics or cotton gloves 
when you wield a trowel. You can give your hands a 
real beauty treatment while they’re working in gloves. 
Before you don the gloves, massage a softening cream 
into your hands, and put nail conditioning oil or a 
little ‘vaseline under your fingernails and around the 
cuticle. 

Whether. they spend their working hours at home or 
in an office, all hands lead a strenuous life. They need 
lubrication to make up for the natural oils that are 
washed away. In my opinion, a softening hand cream 
or lotion is just as essential in your beauty equipment 
as your face creams. Hands respond so quickly to beauty 
treatment that they literally seem to lap up that cream 
or lotion that should be massaged into them at least once 
a day and preferably after each washing. 

F-ven hands that are red and ‘ ‘sandpapery” from work 
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or exposure can be made soft and smooth overnight! 
Here’s the bed-time treatment: massage them with a 
liberal amount of rich lubricating cream, from the finger- 
tips toward the wrist. Rub the cream well into each 
knuckle by making little circles with the thumb of tie 
opposite hand. (Knuckles are vulnerable to ‘‘crowsfeet”’ 
like the region around your eyes). Include your wrists 
in the massage, too. Then pull on a pair of light-weight 
cotton knit gloves and wear them all night. You’ Il find 
them quite ‘comfortable, and they keep the cream in 
contact with the skin so the roughness and redness are 
smoothed away while you sleep. 

There's a very special kind of costume glove that 
beautifies hands during the daytime hours. It comes in 
fashionable colors and different weights like any other 
kid glove. The unusual thing about it is that the inside 
is treated with almond meal and delicately perfumed so 
that whenever you take your gloves off, the hands emerge 
smooth, white, and with a soft fragrance. 

And now for the fingernails that tip off those lovely- 
to-touch and lovely-to-look-at hands! With the vast array 
of new polish shades, it’s fun to make your fingernails 
carry out the color scheme of your clothes, like costume 
jewelry. But, first of all, they must harmonize with your 
lipstick. They don’t have to be an exact. match. They 
may be lighter or darker, but the predominating color 
tone should he the same. 

Very few lipsticks nowadays are clear red. The great 
majority have purple, orange, or brown (sun-tan) under- 
tones. Unless you wear colorless or very light nail polish, 
(which goes with everything), choose a Shale that falls 
into the same color class as your lipstick. Then when 
you raise your hand to your face, you won't be guilty 
of a violent clash between the color of your lips and that 
ot your fingernails. 

iihereisia “trick new method of “trying on” your finger- 


nail polish shades just as you do your clothes. Little 
gadgets like thimbles, each (Please turn to page 69) 


YOUNG 


MRS. 
ROCKEFELLER 
PILOTS 


A LOW-WING 


Mrs. Joun W. RockereE.ter, Jr., of New York and Allen- 
hurst, is an aviation enthusiast. She favors jodhpurs, wind- 
breaker, and close-fitting helmet. Fliesalow-wing monoplane. 
Has had several thrilling experiences in the air. “I’ve been 
caught in heavy fog,” she says. “That’s enough to shatter 
anybody’s nerves. My first thought, when I put my feet on 
firm ground, was to smoke a Camel. Smoking Camels eases 
up my nervous tension—sets me right again. I can smoke 
all I like—and they never tire my taste. ‘I'd walk a mile 
for a Camel’— and fly a thousand!” 


A few of the distinguished women who prefer 


Camel’s costlier tobaccos: 


Mrs. Nicholas Biddle, Philadelphia Mrs. Alexander Black, Los Angeles 

Mrs. Powell Cabot, Boston Mrs. Thomas M. Carnegie, Jr., New York 

Mrs. J. Gardner Coolidge 2nd, Boston Mrs. Anthony J. Drexel 3rd, Philadelphia 
Mrs. Chiswell Dabney Langhorne, Virginia 

Mrs. Jasper Morgan, New York Mrs. Nicholas G. PennimanIII, Baltimore 

Mrs. Louis Swift, Jr., Chicago Mrs. Rufus Paine Spalding III, Pasadena 
Mrs. Brookfield Van Rensselaer, New York 


FOR DIGESTIONS SAKE... 
SMOKE CAMELS! 


THE CorINTHIAN Room at the Hotel Pierre. Mrs. 
Rockefeller in the foreground. When she enter- 
| tains, Camels go with every course. Mild and 
: delicate, Camels accent flavors in food.They also 

4 help digestion, increasing the flow of digestive 

1 fluids, building up alkalinity. Camels are over- 

/ whelmingly popular at the Pierre, as at other 
\ famous restaurants. Mrs. Rockefeller says: 
\@ “When I give a dinner or after-theatre supper — 
\ whether here or at home—it’s Camels that I serve.” 


Camels are made from 
finer, MORE EXPENSIVE 
TOBACCOS = Turkish 
and Domestic— than any 
other popular brand 


R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Company, Winston-Salem, N. C. 


SEE THE BEECH-NUT CIRCUS 
Biggest Little Show on Earth! 


A mechanical marvel. .3 rings of performers 


_.clowps.. animals ..a 


music ’n’ € 


country. See i 


Yee ow ble the dipyerence Guhl 


f crobats .. elephants 
verything ! Now touring the 
t when it visits your city. 


America 


Most popular gum in A 
is Beech-Nut Peppermint. Try 


one & 


ORALGENE 
The new firmer texture gum 
that aids mouth health and 
helps fight mouth acidity. 
Chew with a purpose.”’ 


if you enjoy 4 
tinctive flavor! 


our Spearmint, toO, | Py: oe 
dis- fm Beccl NUE... 


C : BEECHIES 

um in a crisp candy coatin 
.. doubly delightful that eal 
Peppermint, Spearmint. Pepsin. 


ASSORTED. 


Try Beech- 
Nut Candies 
in your fa- 
vorite flavor. 
6 _Fruit Drops, 
Luster Mints, Spice or 
Assorted. 


holding a tinted artificial fingernail, are 
slipped over your own nails until you find 
a shade that harmonizes with your lipstick 
and costume colors. Many department 
stores use this “trying on” system of help- 
ing you select the right shades of nail 
polish. 

Radical changes in liquid polish shades 
have been made since the first red finger- 
nails aroused the wrath of men! Clear, 
brilliant reds have given way to deep, 
subtle shades that are combinations of sev- 
eral colors. The most popular polishes now 
are the opaque type which give the effect 
of a rich glow instead of glaring brilliance. 
As usual, women have won the battle by 
compromise. They’ve kept their red finger- 
nails, but it’s a different kind of red that’s 
gone a long way toward stilling male pro- 
tests. 

The smartest way to apply deep shades 
of nail polish is from the moons to the 
tips. Some women still like to cover the 
whole nail, but it’s difficult to do yourself 
without having the polish run over on the 
cuticle. White borders at the tips are flat- 
tering with colorless or very light polish, 
but they’re too much of a contrast to deep 
shades, and they do make nails look 
shorter. 

Ill tell you the easiest way to apply 
polish from moon to tip, so it will be 
smooth and even. Take the first stroke of 
your brush across the nail, outlining the 
moon. Then take two or three strokes to 
the tip, covering the rest of the nail. Run 
a cloth across the edge of each nail after 
you've applied the polish to remove any 
excess and prevent cracking. 

Give your fingernails lubricating treat- 
ments, just as you do your hands. There 
are special nail conditioning oils and 
creams to keep cuticle soft and to prevent 
nails from being brittle. It is much better 
to keep your cuticle soft and push it back 
than it is to cut it. 

If you keep your hands well-groomed, so 
you're proud to show them, you’ve won 
half the battle toward using them grace- 
fully. However, there are a few rules for 
hands it’s well to remember. Move them 
slowly and surely. That is one of the most 
important secrets of poise. Fluttery hands 
give the impression of nervousness. 

Teach your hands to be still and relaxed 
when you're not using them for some def- 
inite purpose. Hands that are always 
fingering things distract attention away 
from your own good looks to the objects 
they’re playing with. 


Gorgeous perfume containers for 
glamorous girls. Ida Lupino keeps 
her charm accessories up to date. 


Dely Cream keeps your 
complexion as fresh as 
May flowers. 


SUCCESS story 
is youll all be glad 

to hear is con- 
cerning Delv. The de- 
mand has been so great 
for this delightful all- 
purpose face cream that 
its makers found they 
could reduce the price 
radically without chang- 
ing the quality one bit! 
In our opinion, Delv 
certainly deserves its 
popularity. It cleanses, 
lubricates, clarifies, and 
forms an excellent 
make-up base. And it 
does each one of these 
beauty jobs exception- 
ally well. It contains a 
remarkable beauty in- 
gredient blended with 
Vitalionlisnnthaty sare 
whipped together into a 
fine, light texture. After 
you use Delv, your skin 
has a soft, dewy feel- 
ing absolutely minus 
greasiness. If you aren't 
already a devotée, we 
suggest you get  ac- 
quainted with Delv. 
You'll find it at depart- 
ment and drug stores or 
you can get a small trial 
size at ten-cent stores. 


E’RE all agog over 

a new kind of tooth 
brush that makes it easy 
to brush teeth the right 
way! It’s been given the 
name of “Double Duty” 
because it’s made _ to 
clean teeth and massage 
gums at the same time. 
It just naturally falls 
into its job of up-and- 
down or rotary brushing such as dentists 
recommend. You won’t even be tempted to 
inefficient cross-wise brushing when you 
wield a Double Duty. The brush itself is 
the size, shape, and design specified by 
dentists all over the country. Then it’s set 
on the handle at an angle to hold the 
bristles against your teeth in such a way 
that you instinctively brush up-and-down 
or around-and-around instead of across. 
The Rubberset Company makes this tooth 
brush that fills such an important and 
lone-felt beauty need. 


Tips on Beauty 
for Merry May! 


L'Oaté combines Vitamin F and 
vegetable milk for skin beauty. 


Complete protection provided 
by Non-spi insures underarm 
daintiness. 


New beauty for teeth brushed 
with "Double Duty" tooth brush. 


Fomi-nift 


HERE’S beauty for 

your face and body in 
L’Oaté, a new kind of 
oatmeal preparation that 
contains both Vitamin 
F and vegetable milk, 
The ability of oatmeal 
to keep skin soft, clear, 
and healthfully vibrant 
has long been known 
But it was discovered 
only recently that this 
power lies in the close 
kinship between the oils 
in oatmeal and those in 
human skin. It’s the 
Vitamin F in L’Oaté 
that makes it so ef- 
fective in clearing up 
blackheads and_ blem- 
ishes and reducing en- 
larged pores to their 
normal size. It’s the 
vegetable milk that bene- 
fits skin inclined to be 
dry. Mixed with a little 
water, L’Oaté may be 
used for a quick daily 
facial, an occasional 
youthifying face-pack, 
or as a body rub to 
cleanse and soften your 
skin just before a bath. 
A little of this powdery 
substance thrown into a 
tub or washbowl will 
soften the water. 


A O YOU believe in 


the ‘“‘bogey” that 
stopping under-arm per- 
spiration is harmful? lf 
you do, dispel that il- 
lusion! The right kind 
of anti-perspirant closes 
the pores in only that 
small under-arm area 
and the perspiration is 
diverted to other parts 
of your body where it 
can evaporate quickly. 
We have no hesitation in 
commending Non-spi as 
a definite perspiration 
check that keeps its 
promises. It saves you 
the embarrassment of 
under-arm odor and it 
saves your clothes from 
stain or deterioration. A 
new siphon-top appli- 
cator takes the place of 
the usual brush and 
makes Non-spi ever so 
easy to apply in just the 
right amount to give 
you complete protection. 


F YOU'VE been searching for a cosmetic 
that makes your eyelashes look naturally 
long, dark, and luxurious—you'll find it in 
Rejuvia Mascara Cream. It covers each 
lash separately, avoiding that “beaded” 
look, and imparts a glistening finish that’s 
wonderfully flattering to any pair of eyes. 
What’s more, it encourages your eyelashes 
to curi up and helps to keep them soft and 
silky. Rejuvia Mascara Cream comes in a 
convenient little tube with a brush, both 
encased in a slim leatherette case. 
Most five-and-ten cent stores carry it 
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Jeanne Madden and Fred Law- 
rence, two of Hollywood's own 
finds,’ appear in "Talent Scout." 


any severe ones happened to come along. 

From the back of it, you see a limitless 
view of Hollywood and Los Angeles, both 
places looking small and flat, far below 
and far away. Nearby is the lovely colonial 
sample of home recently vacated by Jean 
Harlow and sold. Still nearby, the recently 
vacated and sold home of William Powell 
(that rare spirit!). Right on the spot, one 
might say, is also the home of Carole 
Lombard, the ex-Mrs. Powell. All lucky 
people, risen to the top of the profession. 

In his present position, his possessions, 
his good standing, Warner can say he is 
lucky. He does not. 

“T don’t believe in luck,’ he remarked. 
“T don’t think there ever has been a ‘lucky’ 
man. No one could get a thing unless he 
first imagined himself getting it, and then 
went after getting it. 

“When I started out on the stage, I saw 
what I intended to get and planned ac- 
cordingly. Many believe you've merely to 
want something and sit down and wait. 

“A beginner in acting, I knew I had 
much to learn. I was quite willing to study, 
for I knew each step I took brought me 
nearer to my first goal—a solid standing. 

“There was only one drawback in my 
way. I had a dreadful fear of not being able 
to go through with my acting once I set 
foot on the stage. I suffered agonies by this 
lack of confidence in myself. 

“Finally, 1 overcame this fear and never 
experienced it again. With my first goal 
reached—an apparently firm foothold in 
pictures—I started out for the second.” 

“Then you do not believe there is an end 
to all things 2” 

“No. Certainly not! Nothing ends. Life 
itself is just like that small waterfall down 
below—a constant flowing through matter 
and form. The mistake occurs when we 
clutch at the matter and try to keep our- 
selves out of the flow of living.” 

Warner certainly has gone with the 
stream of events. At the coming of the 
talkies, he was reaching a good position on 
the screen. The wild rush of Broadway 
stage players unset the ascendency of many 
really fine film actors. 
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How Has He Done It? 
(Continued from page 29) 


Many Hollywood players were to blame. 
They refused to face the facts. A new 
change had occurred. 

Warner accepted the change in a natural 
manner. ‘We are going to see something 
absolutely new,” he said to me at the time. 
“This is going to combine the stage and 
the screen. For my part, nothing could be 
better. It means that we of the silent pic- 
tures have to start in anew.” 

This is exactly what Warner did. With 
his past stage experience, together with the 
art of pantomime, he made “The Cisco 
Kid” an outstanding event in early talkies. 
His was a new type of romantic character- 
ization, while he could talk and act and 
hold your interest all at the one time. 
From then on his career is well known. 

Of course, don’t think for - moment that 
Warner merely walked into good jobs. His 
career in Hollywood has not been one of 
continual ease. 

I recall spending an evening with War- 


Secret agents may want to arrest 
him, but Ketti Gallian has a ca- 
ress for Paul Lukas in ‘‘Espionage." 


ner, ten years ago, at his inodest home on 
Beachwood Drive. He and his wife Wini- 
fred had just returned from New York, 
where he had played with Gilda Gray in 
“Aloma of the South Seas.” 

Previous to this, things had been pretty 
bad for Warner. Only now was he able to 
afford to have a couple of extra rooms 
built onto his house. “Until now I couldn't 
have afforded it,” he said. “Today, I am 
doing what I planned to do several years 
ago—have a comfortable little home of our 
own. Later on, when my standing is even 
more secure, I plan to build a larger place. 
A home in its own grounds. A place in 
the country but near the town.” 

Ten years change many things. Today, 
Warner has his new home in the country. 
Had I not heard him plan to have it years 
ago I might have disregarded his own 
statement today. 

“Tt has not been an easy time all along,” 
he added, after we finished our remi- 
niscences in the heights of Bel Air. “Many 
times I’ve been deeply discouraged. Grave 
obstacles have stood in my way. Yet after 
surmounting them, I always discovered I 
had gained something worthwhile from the 
struggle. 


Ann Beniger, 19, went to Holly- 
wood to see Gary Cooper. She 
did, and got his autograph as well. 


“Don’t think I’m a fatalist. I believe you 
only get what you work for—if you work 
along with changing events. So far as my 
picture profession goes, ve always gone 
with it. Up or down, bright or dark, I’ve 
never stood apart from it in a scoffing 
manner, such as I’ve heard others say 
they do. 

“Since I chose acting, I put into it all 
I possibly could give. No matter even if 
the picture was stupid in plot, I’ve played 
my role as though it was the greatest 
chance of my life.” 

I have never seen Warner give a poor 
performance, and I’ve seen practically 
every picture he has appeared in. Today, 
the audiences are with him, mentally and 
emotionally. At a showing of “Robin Hood 
of El Dorado,” a typical thing occurred to 
prove this statement. As Joaquin Murrietta, 
Warner gave a_ splendid performance. 
When he was tied to the tree in the mar- 
ket place and whipped, the entire audience 
gave forth an “Oh!” of compassion. 

Warner has, perhaps more than any 
actor, outside of Paul Muni, the ability to 
feel and show suffering. “The Prisoner oi 
Shark Island” and “Road to Glory” were 
two splendid pictures, in which he revealed 
depths of human suffering. In neither was 
he ‘actory.’ We might have been looking in 
at the actual events. 

So many stars try to escape from the 
rest of humanity. For some strange reason, 
they believe they are beyond the common 
herd. Warner Baxter has never failed to 
keep in touch with other people. Perhaps 
no other professional in Hollywood has 
done more kindnesses to his fellow men 
than Warner. He has helped many people 
along. Moreover, it is the spirit in which 
he does things that is most noticeable. 
There is no condescension. No ‘“I-come- 
from-the-heights-down-to-earth” attitude. 

This is the chief trait that has made 
Warner Baxter outstanding in his line of 
work. He feels the mass mind. He is one 
with humanity. 

This is how Warner has done what very 
few stars do—hold the public attention as 
an actor who understands. 
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The Sady Helena Fit william 
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HEN BRITAIN’S great pag- 

eant takes place, the 

beauty of her high-born 
women will play no small part in that 
pageantry. 


Over and above their beauty of line 
and feature, the world will pay tribute to 
the fragile, transparent beauty of their 
exquisitely cared for skins. 

Could you ask these high-born beauties 
how they care for their delicate skins, 
you would be impressed by the number 
who simply answer—‘“‘Pond’s.” 


Duchesses, Countesses, Viscountesses, 
Ladies are among those who say they 
guard their skins’ beauty with Pond’s. 
Pond’s is the largest selling cream in 
England and in all the dominions! 

Here is the method English and Ameri- 
can beauties use: 


Every night, smooth on Pond’s Cold 
Cream. As it softens and releases dirt, 
stale make-up and skin secretions—wipe 
them all off. Now pat in more Pond’s Cold 
Cream—bDriskly, till the circulation stirs. 
Your skin feels invigorated and freshened. 


SCREENLAND 


oronation 


AWAKENS NEW !NTEREST IN 
TITLED BRITISH BEAUTIES 


Duchesses, Countesses 


Viscountesses and Ladies 


guard 


their Loveliness 
the Pond’s way 


Every morning—(and before make-up) re- 
peat... Your skin is smooth for powder 
—fresh, vital looking! 


Send for SPECIAL 9-TREATMENT TUBE 
and 3 other Pond’s Beauty Aids 
POND’S, Dept. 7S-CE, Clinton, Conn. 
Rush special tube of | Cold Cream, enough for 
9 treatments, with gener amples of 2 other Pond’s 
Creams and 5 different shades of Pond’s Face Powder. 
I enclose 10¢ to cover postage and packing. 
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Street =e 
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he loves 


he hates 


Yes, he likes bright lips... 
sive and responsive. 

But how his admiration chills, if lips are 
dry and rough. Parched lips are old lips! 

Remember, then, your lipstick has two 
duties. It must bestow thrilling color. It must 
protect you from Lipstick Parching. 

Coty’s new lipstick, the “Sub-Deb,” does 
just that. Because of a new softening in- 
gredient, “Theobroma,” it keeps your lips 
smooth and soft, dewy as a fresh petal. Coty 
“Sub-Deb” comes in 5 ardent and indelible 
shades, 50¢. 

“Air Spun” Rouge is another thrilling Coty 
make-up discovery! Cyclones blend colors 
to new, life-like subtlety and smoothness. In 


shades that match “Sub-Deb” Lipstick, 50¢. 
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SUB-DEB LIPSTICK 30% 


Precious protection!... 
of “Theobroma” 


they look expres- 
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Coty melts eight drops 
into every “Sub-Deb” Lip- 
stick. This guards against lipstick parching. 


Bravest Bride 
Continued from page 34 


week-end and I’ve had to work every 
Saturday!” She has a long-term acting 
contract with RKO-Radio where she'll 
shortly begin “Serenade On the Seine.” He 
has a night- club contract as master of 
ceremonies and orchestra leader at the Col- 
lege Inn in Chicago. “Roger is expecting 
to be out here soon, broadcasting on a 
national hook-up,” she explains. 

Meanwhile, they spend a lot of their 
money long-distancing one another and 
every night Ann tunes in for a melody 
played especially for her benefit. But 
would a thousand love songs, sung two 
thousand miles away, satisfy you? They 
were deluged with handsome wedding pres- 
ents; now Ann has her beautiful silver and 
linen and china and she has all sorts of 
notions about fixing up a perfect house. 
But she can’t settle down when there’s no 
husband on hand! 

A nice pickle? What she gets for whirl- 
ing into such a fine, gay romance? Yes. 
But there’s more to all this than just that 
abrupt conclusion.. While her marriage isn’t 
exactly what she dreamed it could” be, in 
the long run it’ll be a model to shoot at 
or I don’t know Ann at all. 

“Certainly I’m not as happy as I might 
be,” she confesses. “I’m lonely—often. But 
I’m not feeling sorry for myself; I realized 
what Roger and I were letting ourselves 
in for, and believe me when you are in 
love as wholeheartedly as we are it’s ter- 
rible to have to be separated by half a 
continent. Of course I’m eager to begin 
real housekeeping, to begin using our lovely 
wedding gifts. Bute d learned—before this 
—that I can’t have everything I want pre- 
cisely as I want it; I’ve already learned 
that half a loaf is better than none, and 
that’s why I am sure that eventually I 
shall be quite happy. If Roger and I strive 
we can have a home and family like other 
lovers. 

“T was recklessly romantic all right, but 
I insist that I wasn’t simply silly. What 
does a girl get by over-valueing her free- 
dom? When you know you've found the 
one man you know he is worth any price. 
You no longer want to scheme selfishly. 
You'd rather have fim than a flock of 
yachts with anyone else. Perhaps I’d climb 
faster in Hollywood if I married with an 
eye for material gain, or if I remained un- 
attached. But that never dawned on me. 

“Maybe it is childishly romantic to 
some people to marry when you are faced 
with obstacles, up against odds; but I don’t 
see it as immature. For me, love is the 
greatest of inspirations. [ am more deter- 
mined than ever to be a better person, a 
better actress. I want Roger to be proud 
of me! 

“I go out occasionally with mutual 
friends; I haven’t become a recluse. We're 
combining common sense with our roman- 
ticism, honestly! And this is another 
thought I’ve had lately: in looking about 
me here in Hollywood it occurs to me that 
we may be avoiding that business of two 
tired actors coming home and only being 
together when fatigued and cross. Many 
split-ups seem to come when temperaments 
are frayed.” 

By nature Ann becomes nervous within 
herself, but she is habitually calm on the 
outside. Roger, on the contrary, is moody. 
But they share strong interests in acting 
and music, in plain fun. Both are sincere 
about desiring a genuine home. They 
whisper about purchasing a few acres over 
the hills from Hollywood, for a_ small 
ranch with city conveniences, but they 
can’t do more than plan towards this until 
he is located more permanently. He 
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switched from acting to the musical field 
right after their marriage (he is the son 
of Arthur Pryor, the illustrious band- 
master), and his success is bound to keep 
him on this new track. 

Amazingly, Ann met Roger in Chicago 
in the very same night club in Chicago 
where he is currently featured. Both were 
enacting leads in plays in adjoining thea- 
tres, and Ernie Byfield, who owns the 
hotel where the College Inn is, chanced to 
give a party and introduce them. Isn’t life 
always more fantastic than fiction? Neither 
Ann nor Roger fell in love at first sight, 
nor even anticipated picture prominence. 

Two major studios had had Ann under 
contract, but she hadn’t been awarded 
breaks and she fancied the stage was her 
metier. Roger had a wife from whom he 
was separated and if Ann’s_ triumphant 
return to California when a third studio 
demanded her services was a jolt, so was 
his whisking into pictures! Universal 
signed him for a lead and rushed him to 
New York where the film was to be made; 
to his wonder they handed him a flock of 
songs to croon. His protestations that he’d 
never sung a note were received as false 
modesty; so Roger just sang and so well 
that Hollywood grabbed him. He had to 
hero Mae West to escape from musicals! 

They didn’t experience love at first sight, 
Ann and Roger, but when they met later 
in the West they remembered one another. 
Ann’s footlight record so impressed studio 
executives that she was set. 

Then love did happen to these two— 
and then was when Ann’s romantic nature 
went on display. Hollywood stars frequently 
announce an engagement before one fiance 
is free. Ann steadfastly refused to discuss 
marriage with Roger. After he got his 
divorce they might become engaged. She 
had dreamt of a long engagement and a 
big church wedding, and, anyway she just 
wasn't sophisticated enough to be engaged 
to a man who had a wife, no matter how 
finished the former marriage was. 

For three years Ann was unhappy, balked 
by fate. She didn’t care to go out with 
anyone else but Roger, but she did. She 
was in a pickle; quite innocently she had 
fallen for a man she couldn’t have. But 
finally Roger was given his freedom. Ann 
could go ahead, but Roger had determined 
to change over into the musical field. He 
had gone away from Hollywood, while 
she was tied down here. 

Their agents arranged for them to star 
in the radio broadcast of the play “There’s 
Always Juliet.” Roger, his deal for the 
College Inn on paper, flew West for three 
days of frantic rehearsals before going on 
the air with Ann. She met him at the air- 
port. He kissed her enthusiastically and 
cried, “Honey, let’s get married!” Ann had 
yearned for this moment so long that all 
she could reply was, ‘“Let’s have dinner!” 

That was Wednesday night; the broad- 
cast was Saturday evening and they vowed 
they’d be married right after it. Thursday 
morning the commotion started. There is 
a three-day waiting law in California be- 
tween getting your marriage license and 
the ceremony—so they had to schedule the 
event for one minute after midnight Satur- 
day night. Having settled this essential 
matter, the two of them and a retinue of 
agents hastened to the NBC studio to pick 
up their scripts, and on to the Brown 
Derby. “My wedding dress!” gasped Ann, 
“T’ve got to have a gorgeous one.” 

Her business manager spoke up, “You 
just bought a new dress; wear that.” To 
which Ann retorted romantically, “I 
should think not! I’m going to have a 


_.. till her Doctor told her 


the Truth about 


Intimate Feminine Cleanliness 
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Y HUSBAND is cruel,” she told 
the doctor. ‘‘He no longer 
loves me.” 


How mistaken she was! It was just 
because he did love her, and couldn’t be 
cruel, that they had been drifting apart. 
How could he tell her that she was the 
only “‘other woman” in the case... that 
she had changed, in one important way, 
from the girl he had married? 


Often wives fail to realize that after 
marriage there is a special obligation to 
be dainty and fastidious. The more ten- 
der love is, the more easily it may be 
bruised by “‘little” neglects, that are so 
hard to put into words. 


Many family doctors—and many hus- 
bands, too— know that one of the enemies 
of happiness is the wife’s neglect of inti- 
mate cleanliness at all times. One can 
talk about superficial things like clothes, 


or complexions. But not of intimate 
things like feminine hygiene. 


If you have been seeking a method of 
feminine hygiene that 1s wholesome and 
cleansing, ask your doctor about “Lysol” 
disinfectant. For more than 50 years this 
scientific preparation has been the choice 
of many doctors, and millions of women. 


Among many good reasons for this 


are these six essential qualities which 
“Lysol” disinfectant provides— 


Disinfectant 


FOR FEMININE HYGIENE 
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The 6 Special Features of ‘“Lysol” 


1. Non-caustic...‘‘Lysol’’ in the proper dilu- 
tion, is gentle in action. It contains no harm- 
ful free caustic alkali. 

2. ErrectivENEss...‘‘Lysol” is active under 
practical conditions...in the presence of 
organic matter (such as dirt, mucus, serum, €tc.). 


3. Penetration...‘“‘Lysol’’ solutions spread 
because of low surface tension, and thus vir- 
tually search out germs. 
4. Economy...‘‘Lysol,’”’ because it is concen- 
trated, costs less than one cent an application 
in the proper solution for feminine hygiene. 
5. Opor...The cleanly odor of “Lysol” van- 
ishes promptly after use. 
6. Srapriity...‘“Lysol” keeps its full strength 
no matter how long it is kept, no matter how 
often it is uncorked. 

© 
New! Lysol Hygienic Soap for bath, hands, 
and complexion. Cleansing and deodorant. 


FACTS ALL WOMEN SHOULD KNOW 


Leun & Fink Products Corp., | 
Bloomfield, N. J., U.S.A. Dept. 5-S. 
Sole Distributors of “Lysol” disinfectant 


Please send me the book called “LYSOL 
vs. GERMS,” with facts about feminine 
hygiene and other uses of “Lysol.” 


Name. = 


Street 2 ee 


City, lee Se ll Se State 
* Copyright 1937 by Lehn & Fink Products Corp. 
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tit was Another Woman 


10°25 LBS.GAINED 
WITH NEW 3:WAY 


~ TREATMEN 


Posed by 
professional 
model 


Rich red blood, necessary to properly nourish 
and build up every part of the body, is 
especially promoted by this new discovery 
where iron is needed. 


A healthy digestion which gets ALL the good 
out of your food requires an adequate supply 
of Vitamin B. This new discovery supplies 
this precious element, 


@ Normal, regular elimination to remove poi- 
sons and thereby promote health and growth 
requires adequate Vitamin B, This is the 


third important purpose. 


SKINNY? New Quick 
Way Gives Thousands 
Solid Pounds FAST! 


‘HEN thousands of skinny, friendless people have 
gained pounds of solid, normally good-looking flesh 
with this new triple-acting treatment, it’s a crime for 
thousands of others to remain thin and unattractive. 
Actually, with this quick new body-builder, you may not 
only gain weight, but also naturally clear skin, freedom 
from indigestion and constipation, new pep and popularity. 
Scientists recently discovered that hosts of people are 
thin and rundown for the single reason that they do not 
get enough Vitamin B and iron in their daily food. With- 
out these vital elements you may lack appetite, and not 
get the most body-building good out of what you eat. 

Now one of the richest known sources of Vitamin B is 
cultured ale yeast. The finest imported cultured ale yeast 
is now concentrated 7 times, making it 7 times more pow- 
erful. Then it is combined with 8 kinds of iron, whole 
yeast and other ingredients in pleasant little tablets. 

If you, too, need these elements to aid in building you 
up, get these new triple-acting Ironized Yeast tablets from 
your druggist today. Note how quickly they increase your 
appetite and help you get more benefit from the body- 
building foods that are so essential. Then watch flat chest 
develop and skinny limbs round out to natural attractive- 
ness. Constipation and indigestion from the same cause 
vanish, skin clears to normal. Soon you feel like new. 


Money-back guarantee 


No matter how skinny you may be from lack of enough 
Vitamin B and iron, these new. Ironized Yeast tablets 
should aid in building you up in just a few weeks as they 
have helped thousands. If not delighted with the results 
of the very first package, your money back instantly. 


Special FREE offer! 


To start thousands building up their health right away, 
we make this FRUE offer. Purchase a package of Ironized 
Yeast tablets at once, cut out the seal on the box and 
mail it to us with a clipping of this paragraph. We will 
send you a fascinating new book on health, ‘‘New Facts 
About Your Body.’’ Remember, results with the very first 
package—or money refunded, At all druggists. Ironized 
Yeast Co., Inc., Dept. 265, Atlanta, Ga. 
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wedding dress with a long white veil.” 
Then Roger interrupted. He didn’t think 
a white veil was quite proper inasmuch as 
he had been married once. They com- 
promised on a blue veil! Leaving the men, 
Ann whisked over to Irene’s where she 
stumbled upon a moonlight blue lamé gown 
that was the answer to her prayers. But 
before she tore away she had to order the 
wedding supper, to be served at her house, 
and it was a knock-out with champagne 
trimmings. 

That same evening (Thursday), Joan 
Bennett gave a shower for the bride-to-be, 
and Gene Markey threw a bachelor shower 
for Roger. In Hollywood practically a legal 
week-end holiday was declared. Oh, in 
between all the fun the honorees managed 
to put in hours of rehearsing at NBC. 

On Saturday night Joan Bennett and 
a woman friend of theirs drove Ann from 
her house to the church. It was the mem- 
orable ceremony Ann longed for. “When 
you have a lovely church wedding and a 
good minister,” she sighs, “it’s more seri- 
ous.” The gala crowd all went to Ann’s 
house afterwards. Sunday night everyone 
was at the airport to see the two off on 
the plane. Joan Bennett slyly decorated it 
with festoons of white satin and orchids. 

“At 2 A.M. we were forced to land. 
What a sight we were traipsing to the one 
little hotel in the neighborhood! I had all 
the orchids and the first thing I asked for 
was the refrigerator, to park them in! My 
maid carried my fur coats I was taking to 
Chicago. There was only one vacant room 
in the funny hotel; it was so discouraging 
that Roger and I tramped down the street 
at 3 A.M. to a deserted coffee shop that 
was open all night. We sat at the counter, 
drank coffee, and ate hamburgers. 

“We resumed our flight and when we 
landed in Kansas City Roger, who'd stepped 
out first, gave me the high sign. I was a 
trifle airsick and very weary, and a mob 
of reporters and cameramen had jumped 
on him; I shot directly to the ladies’ wait- 
ing room and stayed there until we left! 
But at Chicago the welcome was indeed 
something. Roger’s orchestra played Here 
Comes the Bride and about five hundred 
people met us. We were covered with rice, 
there at the airport, and I recall an old 
shoe, too! I was exhausted, but everyone 
—or so it seemed—came on to the hotel 
and eventually we got to sleep.” 

But came the dawn and a madhouse of 
work for Roger. He opened the revamped 
College Inn in a very few days; he had to 
rehearse the floor show and so Ann tried 
to relax. Of course she merely tried. She 
was vitally interested in his doings and 
on the opening night wore her best gown 
and received terrific applause when she 
appeared. “Roger and I found the same 
table we’d had the night we met.” 

Theoretically the Pryors have two es- 
tablishments—Ann has kept her house in 
Beverly, and they have a suite at a North 
Shore hotel in Chicago. Ann had six weeks’ 
vacation. “No,” she states honestly, “I 
didn’t attempt to cook—I don’t even know 
how.” When she had rested a bit she 
bought a police puppy to replace Roger’s 
beloved police dog that had died; she 
called old friends and did her Christmas 
shopping. And gave no less than eighteen 
interviews ! 

A honeymooning star is apt to be 
swamped with duties. Her studio wired 
Ann that a week’s personal appearance in 
a Chicago theatre might as well be under- 
taken while she was there. So Ann did 
four shows a day and five on a Saturday 
and Sunday. “And I never have been so 
petrified. I had been on the stage, yes; 
but personal appearances are quite different. 
I sang three songs and, standing in a 
blinding spotlight, I couldn’t see a soul 
for two whole days. Finally I glimpsed the 
people in the first two rows and was a 
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bit cheered up. But it was like a black 
abyss and I never got over my fright the 
entire week!’ She broke box-office records, 
though. 

When Ann stepped onto the Hollywood- 
bound plane she expected to be back at 
Roger’s side as soon as she completed 
“Dangerous Number” at M-G-M. She had 
Metro rearrange the last week’s shooting 
so they’d be through with her in time for 
her to fly to Roger for New Year’s week- 
end. I was on her set the final day of this 
film. Paradoxically, Ann and Robert Young 
were enacting bride and groom in a hotel 
sequence! ‘Whenever I see the electricians 
or the prop boys idling I want to shout 
Hurry,’ she said. “I’m going to work late 
and then take tomorrow morning’s plane. 
I have to get right back to begin ‘Fifty 
Roads To Town’ at 20th Century-Fox.” 
And despite a sudden spell of most un- 
usual, stormy weather Ann flew to Chicago. 

The divorce of her parents taught Ann 
two important things. The daughter of a 
Seattle broker and a concert singer, she 
learned to depend on herself. “As a child 
I found I was responsible for my own 
happiness. My mother and father hadn't 
wanted to divorce, but that’s the way it 
was to be for them and it was up to me 
to make the best of it. I’m glad they re- 
mained friends, for this has shown me 
that mismatched couples need not descend 
to hatred. Also, I later realized that I 
should marry a man in my own profession. 
Though Roger and I are apart, we think 
alike and have the same goals; we under- 
stand the peculiarities of our careers be- 
cause they are similar.” 

It was in Minneapolis that Ann’s mother 
had known William Koenig, so when she 
was in Hollywood she did some voice 
coaching for him at Warners. 

“T went along with her to his office one 
day and he offered me a stock contract. 
But I didn’t become a star like a flash,” 
remembers Ann distinctly. 

After her six months at $75 a week 
Warners let her go. The casting office 
hadn’t bothered to cast her. She’d sample 
the life, however, so she lined up a contract 
at M-G-M for $250 weekly. There she 
was magnificently ignored, too. Luckily, 
Florenz Ziegfeld came talent-hunting and 
realized her potentialities. Ann and her 
mother hastened to New York where she 
was a genuine musical comedy heroine. 

Surprisingly, ina pretty hard-boiled busi- 
ness, Ann actually is almost unsophisticated. 
She’d as soon walk to the neighborhood 
movie as sit in state at the Trocadero. She 
prefers a stiff game of tennis to a session 
before a mirror. She hates to write let- 
ters, so the Pryor telephone bill is terrific; 
and adores to chew gum. Ann is fond of 
children, but dislikes modern architecture. 
She no longer practices her singing be- 
cause she doesn’t want to be typed as just 
a songstress. Her sense of humor is keen 
—she even laughs at herself when she is 
out skating and unexpectedly sits down on 
one of Beverly’s best and hardest sidewalks. 
She doesn’t believe she is cleverer than 
all the other actresses who have fizzled at 
marriage; she admits she was impulsive— 
but she is going to try to make her wed- 
ding stick. There is a true simplicity about 
her that is irresistible. 

I said she was ardently sentimental. She 
has her wedding dress, Roger’s tie that he 
was married in, the bridesmaid’s handker- 
chief, and the best man’s collar all laid 
away in lavender. Her one sorrow is that 
she didn’t get that old shoe that was thrown 
at her when she landed in Chicago. She 
wanted to scramble for it, but with five 
hundred fans whooping it up Ann thcught 
she’d better give them that movie star 
elegance! 

She is Hollywood’s bravest bride, a ro- 
mantic rebel who’s gone over the top for 
the man she loves. 
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What Marriage Means to Dick Powell 


Continued from page 28 


upstairs with a package from the jeweler’s 
—and it contained my garnet bracelet!” 

“Tt seems,” said Dick, adjusting his tie, 
“that the first package from the jeweler’s 
had contained my wrist watch. After testing 
the catch Joan put it on the table, and 
when I came home that night I found it. 
Of course,” added Dick with a genial smile, 
“all catches do look alike. More or’ less. 
And now I must rush to Twentieth Century 
or Warner Brothers or the broadcasting 
station or somewhere. What marriage 
means to me?” he tossed from the doorway. 
“You certainly ought to know by now.” I 
did have a rough idea. 

From the front door Dick yelled back at 
me, “But I asked for it.” And then from 
the driveway he yelled again, “And I love 
ate 

Dick’s painstaking neatness not only ap- 
plies to himself and his home, but also to 
his car, A scratch on a fender is like cat- 
sup on a tie. How brilliantly the fenders of 
his car used to shine. I say “used to” be- 
cause all that was in his B. B. days (be- 
fore Blondell). For little Missy Joanie 
can do more to a fender in a day than most 
people can in a lifetime. She has a perfect 
knack for knicking fenders. Marriage 
means constant garage bills for Dick 
Powell. And hang around while I tell you 
the sad story of the parked car. Husbands 
will love it. 

Take one morning on a quiet street 
in Beverly Hills. Joan Blondell Powell, 
who learned to drive a car in the great 
open spaces of Texas and never learned 
to back or park, is about to swing into 
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Edward G. Robinson, Florence 
Eldridge and Fredric March talk 
it over as they meet at a party. 


her driveway. Ah, she missed it again, 
and hit the curb with a bang and that’s 
awfully good on the tires. She’s going into 
reverse, and back a bit, and try it again. 
But Joan is one of those women who never 
looks back when she backs, Crash—bang— 
crash! She has backed right into the car 
parked on the opposite side of the street. 


It’s a quiet street and no one has seen her 
except her own butler who comes rushing 
out to help her. 

Miss Blondell: Arthur, look what I have 
done! I wonder whose car that is? I cer- 
tainly smashed the fender, all right, didn’t 
I? It’s quite a large car, isn’t it, and looks 
terribly expensive. But I’m in a hurry, 
Arthur, I haven’t time to investigate now. 
See, ['ll just put my card in the seat of the 
car and write on it ‘Please communicate 
with me regarding repairs—Joan Blondell’’ 
Oh the owner is going to be awfully angry, 
but I couldn’t help it, could I, Arthur? He 
had no business parking where I had to 
back. Look after things for me, Arthur, 
I must be at the studio in twenty minutes. 

(The scene changes now to the break- 
fast table in the Powell home the next 
morning. Mr. Powell is worried. Mrs. 
Powell is trying to be worried too.) 

Dick Powell: But I don’t understand it, 
Joanie, Arthur never acted like that before. 
He has been a marvelous servant. And 
seems so devoted to all of us. Now just 
why did he do a thing like that? I told 
him the day I employed him that he was 
not to take any of the cars out at night. 
Ever. And he was gone until four this 
morning with our car. We can’t permit 
that. I'll have to speak to him. If he does 
it again, I’ll have to fire him. 

(Arthur enters and serves the break- 
fast, giving Miss Blondell an encouraging 
smile. ) 

Dick Powell: Arthur, you had my car 
out until four this morning. You know I 
don’t permit that. What were you doing 
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with the car? (Arthur gives Miss Blon- 
dell another look, this time more beseeching 
than encouraging. ) 

Arthur: Well, sir. I’d—I’d like to tell 
you, sir. But I can’t, sir. 

Dick Powell: You can’t tell me! 

Joan Blondell: Arthur, why do you keep 
looking at me? What’s wrong? Tell Mr. 
Powell what you were doing with the car? 

Arthur (greatly relieved): Oh, Mrs. 
Powell; I didn’t think you wanted me to 
tell Mr. Powell. 

Dick Powell (exploding) : What? 

Joan Blondell (amazed) : What? 

Arthur: You know, ma’am, the car you 
backed into yesterday. It was pretty badly 
smashed. 

Joan Blondell: Yes, Arthur, I know. 
Dick darling, remind me to tell you about 

_it. Whose car was it, Arthur? 

Arthur (bewildered by it all): Why, 
Mrs. Powell, ma’am, it was your own car, 
the town car. It was four o'clock this 
morning before they got it fixed. 

Joan Blondell (muttering): My own 
car! 

Dick Powell: Arthur, bring Mrs. Powell 
a strong cup of coffee. (Several hours 
later) : 

Joan: Dick, dear, are you mad about 
the car? 

Dick: No, my pet. But I have decided 
that you should have a chauffeur. No, no, 
now, don’t get excited. I don’t mind—well, 
not much—about the fenders, but I just 
wouldn’t have anything happen to you for 
all the world. 

And that’s how Dick Powell managed 
the fender situation in his married life. 

The problems of the little woman’s 
utter disregard for phone messages, keys, 
and jewelry have not been solved as yet. 
Joan rarely ever remembers to give a 
phone message, and when she does, she in- 
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variably forgets the name of the person 
who called. Keys, she has never been able 
to cope with keys. She can never find them 
when she wants them, and they have the 
weirdest way of turning up weeks later 
in Dick’s dresser drawers, or Normie’s 
paint box. But strange to say, Dick doesn’t 
seem to mind, 

Of course every actor must have a good 
night’s sleep before he has to face the 
cameras the following morning. And actors 
are very fussy about this good night’s sleep. 
Dick used to get it in the old days—but 
marriage with Joan Blondell changed all 
that. Joan is one of these very nervous 
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sleepers who fancies she hears strange 
noises all during the night. She has a 
burglar phobia of the worst sort. Poor 
Dick, rarely a night passes but he is 
awakened from a sound sleep by his little 
bride who shoves a revolver at him and 
tells him to go hunt burglars downstairs. 
If the studio ever wishes to star him in 
Westerns, Dick will be in perfect training 
for there isn’t a better gun-toter, (thanks 
to Joanie), in all of Beverly Hills. How- 
ever, I must say his nightly prowls have 
left no sad effects. Dick has never looked 
better. Well, that’s what marriage does 
to you. 
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GEE, PEG-ITS PRETTY NIFTY! 
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“Keep it up faithfully,” says Dr. R. E. 
Lee, well-known physician, “and 
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@ After the start of adolescence—from about 
13 to 25, important glands develop and final 
growth takes place. This disturbs the whole 
system. The skin gets very sensitive. Waste poi- 
sons in the blood irritate this sensitive skin. 
Pimples break out! 

Fleischmann’s Yeast has proved a great help 
in clearing up a pimply skin. It clears these skin 
irritants out of the blood. Eat 3 cakes every day— 
plain, or in a little water, a cake about 12 hour 
before each meal. 
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Location Love At Sunrise 
Continued from page 61 


directors are an optimistic lot, so the com- 
pany just took shelter in cockpits and 
old ruins until the shower should blow 
over. It didn’t. By afternoon even the as- 
sistant director was willing to concede the 
point that it was a deluge, and when the 
company was told to return to Ventura and 
come back tomorrow they discovered that 
they couldn’t get away. The strip of land 
that connects Point Mugu with the main- 
land was completely under water and the 
company was marooned. “I thought every- 
thing had happened to me,’ said Miriam, 
“but I had never been marooned before. It 
isn’t very pleasant.” So then some bright 
person remembered the planes, which tor 
a wonder weren't prop planes, and by 
nightfall everybody had been flown to the 
nearest airport. The next morning it was 
all to be done over again at five o'clock, 
and the sun’s first rays found Miriam and 
Louis (having been carted through the 
mud on tractors) dying for love of each 
other—and a hot cup of coffee. But before 
there was a perfect ‘take’ the tide went 
out leaving the beach fairly strewn with 
exhausted fish. “Love before breakfast is 
bad enough,’ said Miriam, “but with 
fish—!” 

Point Mugu was immediately christened 
Point Mudgoo by the company, and “at 
the front’ took on a very realistic touch. 
But despite all the mud and cold and rain 
of ‘The Woman | Love” location they will 
tell you at the studio that Miriam has 
never been less temperamental on a pic- 
ture. Could it be that she is really in love 
with the director, Anatole Litvak? It could 
easily be. 

Ida Lupino is one of the girls who claims 
that she can take an early morning loca- 
tion in her stride, after two years in Holly- 
wood. “But what really gets me down,” 
Ida adds, “is to have to appear on a loca- 
tion before sunrise in an evening gown. 
You have no idea how horrible it is to 
have to get up at four in the morning and 
get into an evening gown, sandals, jewels, 
and all accessories, and appear at some 
far-off location by seven o'clock. You don’t 
feel exactly like waltzing.” In ‘“Let’s Get 
Married,” the picture that Ida is now mak- 
ing with Ralph Bellamy at Columbia, she 
does many of her best love scenes’ at six in 
the morning all dressed up and no place to 
go but to work. 

The charming dance sequence in ‘Maid 
of Salem” where Claudette Colbert, as the 
shy Puritan maid, and Fred MacMurray 
as the gay Virginian, dance the gavotte was 
taken at the ungodly hour of six A.M., 
which is no time, as Claudette will tell you, 
to put your heart and soul into a gavotte, 
even with Fred MacMurray. Claudette is 
a girl who loves her morning slumber, even 


as you and I, and it’s like pulling eye-teeth | 


to get her up before eleven. She’s the type 
who says, “Just ten more minutes.” But at 
Santa Cruz, California, where most of 
“Maid of Salem’ was made, the sun has 
a maddening habit of rising early, so there 
was nothing for it but that Claudette and 
Fred must do likewise. And cold—Santa 
Cruz at that time of year might well be 
called Little America. The morning of the 
gavotte Fred arrived at the woodland lo- 
cation all wrapped up in a polo coat over 
his cavalier uniform. When the cameraman 
hdd said “The light is right,’ Claudette 
called to Fred, “Climb out of that coat 
and expose yourself to a good case of 
pneumonia.” But it wasn’t pneumonia 
Fred caught. He dropped his coat hastily, 
not looking where he dropped it, nor did 
he look when he put it on later after the 
last “take.” But it wasn’t long before he 
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broke out with poison ivy! “It’s bad enough 
to get out of a warm bed in the morning 
and have to dance gavottes with your teeth 
chattering,’ mourned Fred, ‘“‘but to get 
poison ivy besides—!” 

The shortest location on record, it seems, 
was the one made recently by the “High, 
Wide and Handsome’ company. Irene 
Dunne and Randy Scott received studio 
calls to be at Chino, California (several 
hours drive south of Hollywood), at six 
the next morning to do a love scene for 
the picture. In fact, they were requested 
to bring their luggage with them as they 
would probably be there catching the 
morning light for several weeks. So Irene 
sorrowiully quoted, “Theirs not to make 
reply, Theirs not to reason why, Theirs 
but to do and die,’ and with a fond kiss on 
little “Missy’s” baby cheek grimly left her 
happy home at four one morning to give 
her all to the cinema in Chino. It was 
freezing cold, and Irene wondered all the 
way down just how she and Randy could 
warm up for a love scene without muffling 
themselves in fur coats, and just how long 
it would be before she had laryngitis, 
which would fix everything up just ducky 
for her songs. It’s in moments like these 
that stage stars always wonder why the 
heck they ever come to Hollywood anv- 
way. Whoever heard of love before sun- 
rise! Why, it’s utterly insane! Well, it 
seems that southern California was having 
one of those “unusual” bits of weather 
(what, again!), the thermometer had 
dropped to seventeen degrees in the orange 
belt, and the ranchers were smudging away 
for dear life to save the citrus crop. The 
sun had come up by the time Irene ar- 
rived (having definitely decided that she 
would return to the New York stage at 
once), but alas, no one could see it through 
the oily smudge. ‘Back to Hollywood and 
the studio,” said Director Rouben Ma- 
moulian. 

Just in case you might get the idea that 
all locations around Hollywood are cold, 
I'd just like to correct that impression 
right now—before Marlene has a stroke. 
Those famous passionate love scenes be- 
tween Dietrich and Charles Boyer in “The 
Garden of Allah” (oh boy, as Martha 
Raye says), were made not at the discreet 
little hour of six in the morning, but at 
three! Imagine that! Imagine the glam- 
orous and sophisticated Marlene conde- 
scending to arise from her downy couch 
at such an hour. Well, she didn’t want to 
at first, you may be sure, but one day she 
keeled over in a dead faint—a sun stroke, 
no less—and it frightened her so that there- 
after she was one of the first to get to 
that location no matter how early. The 
picture was taken down in the desert sand 
dune country of southern California, where 
a little thing like 110 by noon is nothing 
at all. Marlene would arise at two, put 
on her make-up, and by three o’clock would 
be doing her love scenes with her moody 
monk against the most gorgeous desert 
sunrise. By ten o'clock she was back in 
her cabin having cold showers (of sorts). 

That exquisite scene in “The Good 
Earth” where Luise Rainer plants the 
peach seed on her wedding night while 
Paul Muni gazes upon her with eyes of 
tender devotion—the nearest we have to a 
love scene in that magnificent production— 
was made, just as you guessed, at six in 
the morning in far-away Chatsworth. Im- 
agine being able to play such a thrillingly 
beautiful scene with the sleep still in your 
eyes! Poor Luise certainly suffered for her 
art all through that picture. The make-up 
alone took about two hours to put on, what 


with wigs and eye-tilting, so Luise would 
have to get up between two-thirty and 
three, drive from her home in Brentwood 
to the M-G-M studios in Culver City, 
where Jack Dawn, make-up magician, 
painstakingly changed her from a glamor- 
ous personality into a simple little Chinese 
woman, and then dash like mad to Chats- 
worth, forty miles away, to be able to 
catch the first rays of the sun. Due to the 
extreme heat all “shooting” had to stop 
early in the afternoon, so it was work be- 
fore breakfast and like it. Luise says that 
she didn’t mind the make-up so much on 
that picture, it was the dirty clothes that 
got her down. Once away from Chatsworth 
she spent most of her time in the bath-tub. 
And I hear rumors to the effect that she 
didn’t mind at all that there was only one 
love scene with Mr. Muni. 

The Valley of the Blue Moon, which 
will simply knock you out of your seats by 
its sheer beauty when you see “Lost 
Horizon,” happens to be Sherwood Forest, 
which is on the inland route to Santa Bar- 
bara. It is here that Jane Wyatt and 
Ronnie Colman, under the distinguished di- 
rection of Frank Capra, first meet and fall 
in love in the screen version of James 
Hilton’s “Lost Horizon.” Sondra, the part 
played by Jane Wyatt, is a new character, 
but don’t let it upset you. Mr. Hilton didn’t. 
Well, you know how trees are in forests, 
always casting shadows, so you can readily 
understand why the cameraman would have 
to say, “The light is right,’ so early in 
the morning that not even the birds had 
gotten up. But I suppose if you do have to 
work at falling in love at six in the morn- 
ing at least having Ronnie Colman as the 
object of your affections makes it easier. 
I don't believe I could take Wally Beery 
that early, even if I were a good actress. 

There’s a cab scene in “Maytime” which 
is really very amusing. Jeanette MacDonald 


Miriam Hopkins and Louis Hayward 
in a love scene made on_ location. 
The accompanying story tells about 
Miriam's experiences on the trip. 


as an American opera singer studying in 
Europe is rescued when her cab breaks 
down in the early morning outside of a 
French café by a young student, none other 
than our Mr. Nelson Eddy. While the cab 
is being repaired Jeanette and Nelson 
promptly fall in love, and as the cab 
joggles off down the street Nelson runs 
after it pleading with Jeanette to have a 
breakfast of ham and eggs with him—his 


pleas rapidly turn into a parody about hani 
and eggs to the tune of opera. “As we 
took that scene at sunrise,” said Jeanette, 
“you can just imagine how I felt about 
ham and eggs. I was fairly drooling at the 
mouth before Nelson could finish his song. 
When the scene was finally shot I think 
I ate more ham and eggs at the commis- 
sary than I have ever caten before in all 
my life.” 

Those who went on the “Souls at Sea” 
(Cooper, Dee, and Raft)location on Cata- 
lina Island tell me that Gary, my pet ro- 
mance, is no dream prince at four in the 
morning. The siren would ring at the lo- 
cation camp at three-thirty every morning 
and Gary and Frances and George and 
other members of the cast would have to 
be at the dock in make-up by four-thirty 
to take water taxis out to the tramp 
steamer where most of the picture was 
made. Gary, they tell me, never had his 
eyes open once, just walked around like a 
man in a trance. But he’s no man in a 
trance when he goes into those love scenes 
with Frances Dee. The most romantic love 
scene in the picture was made at five 
o’clock one morning on a rough sea with 
Gary half asleep and Frances worried 
about her little boy who was ill at the 
hotel on the Isthmus. Smart people, those 
actors. 

Well, I guess even the most stubborn of 
you are willing to admit by now that lo- 
cations aren’t the picnic you always thought 
they were. In fact actors hate locations 
worse than they do supervisors. That is, all 
of them except Shirley Temple. (Who, 
thank goodness, is yet to do a love scene.) 
When Director John Ford told little 
Shirley that there would be twenty-five 
days of location at Chatsworth for “Wee 
Willie Winkie” Shirley smiled happily and 
exclaimed, “Oh, goody! Twenty-five box 
lunches !” 
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YOU BET 1 HAVE! | 

"M AFRAID My \| AND IN A BIG 
BROTHER HAS FALLEN|( WAY! 
FOR YOU, JEAN! J 
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| BUT YOU PROMISED TO TEACH 
EAN THAT NEW DANCE STEP. 
THATS WHY SHES COMING! 


THAT WAS BEFORE t 
KNEW SHE DIDN'T READ 
THE TOOTHPASTE ADS! 


-AND NO 
TOOTHPASTE 
EVER MADE 
MY TEETH AS 
BRIGHT AND 
CLEAN AS 
COLGATE’S/ 


VOW—NO BAD BREATH 
| BEHIND HER SPARKLING SMILE! 
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WHATS THE MATTER WITH ME 
LATELY, DOT? RAYS NOT THE ONLY 
ONE WHO ACTS AS IF | HAD BAD 

BREATH OR SOMETHING! £ 


SAY, WHY NOT TALK TO 


MOST BAD BREATH BEGINS WITH THE TEETH! 


Tests prove that 76% of all peo- 
ple over the age of 17 have bad 
breath! And tests also prove 
that most bad breath comes 
from improperly cleaned teeth. 
Colgate Dental Cream, because 
of its special penetrating foam, 
removes the cause—the decay- 


MOST BAD BREATH COMES FROM 
DECAYING FOOD DEPOSITS IN HIDDEN 
CREVICES BETWEEN TEETH THAT 
AREN'T CLEANED PROPERLY. | ADVISE 


ing food deposits in hidden 
crevices between teeth which 
are the source of most bad 
breath, dull, dingy teeth, and 
much tooth decay. At the same 
time, Colgate’s soft, safe polish- 
ing agent cleans and brightens 
enamel—makes teeth sparkle! 
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LARGE SIZE 


Giant Size, over 
twice as much, 
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WATCH TANGEE’S Color Change Principle bring 
your lips glowing freshness of youth. Tangee 
isn’t paint, can’t give a ‘’painted look’. From 
orange in the stick it changes on your lips to soft 
blush-rose. Paris says, ‘’Paint is out of harmony 


, 


with today's fashions’’. Also use Tangee Rouge 


for cheeks and achieve perfect color symphony. 


ef oS ot 
SEE HOW Tangee Lipstick's special cream base 
soothes and softens lips while you sleep...Use 
Tangee Lipstick at bedtime...it is one cosmetic 
that need not be removed at night. Tangee 
doesn’t rub off, and never smears bed linens. 
Try Tangee: 39¢ and $1,10. Or send the coupon 
below for Tangee’s 24-Hour Miracle Make-Up Set. 


PAINTED 


; TANGEE 
BEWARE Or SUBSTITUTES! There is only one Tangee 
— don't let anyone switch vou. Be sure to ask for TANGER 
NATURAL. If you prefer more color for evening wear, ask for 


Tangee Theatrical. 


Worlds Most Famous Lipstick 


ENDS THAT PAINTED LOOK 


““MIRACLE MAKE-UP SET“ 


The George W. Luft Co., 417 Fifth Ave., N. Y. C. 

Please rush ‘‘Miracle Make-Up Set’’ of sample 
Tangee Lipstick, Rouge Compact, Creme Rouge, 
Face Powder. I enclose 10¢ (stamps or coin). 
(15¢ in Canada.) 
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stock and determines to have her revenge. 

Charles Laughton has achieved a master- 
piece of make-up even for him as the limp- 
ing stuttering Emperor Claudius with the 
Imperial laurel-wreath always crooked 
across his brow because he is seldom sober 
enough to wear it with appropriate regal 
dignity. “I’m perfectly revolting,’ he de- 
clared serenely. “You know, I said I’d 
never play another of these historical 
monsters but I don’t seem able to resist 
a good part and they are so full of char- 
acter opportunities. But my next film—the 
one I’m making for my own new company 
which I’ve formed with Erich Pommer— 
really will be a straightforward comedy. 
Ive chosen the story myself and I’m an 
ordinary suburban business-man wearing 
my face natural.” He grinned. “I expect 
all the fans will write acclaiming England's 
new handsome romantic !” 

Charles the Producer will still continue 
his close relationship with Korda, making 
his future films in the latter’s palatial 
studios at Denham. The stages will be 
housing Korda’s own new comedy film 
at the same time, called “Storm in a 
Teacup” and set in a quiet little Highland 
town—a kind of Scottish. “Mr. Deeds” 
in fact—with a quarrel about a stray dog 
and the local upset that ensues. 

Vivien Leigh is the heroine. She’s 
Korda’s latest starlet and he’s industriously 
grooming her until she blossoms out as 
“a screen sister to my Merle” as he tact- 
fully puts it. Vivien first played Lady 
Cynthia in “Fire Over England” and then 
she was promoted to be the mysterious spy 
girl with whom Conrad Veidt fell in love 
in “Dark Journey.” Now Korda has put 
her under a long-term contract and is 
launching her spectacularly on a stellar 
career, 

Nineteen-year-old Vivien is a_ lithe, 
exotic little lady, exquisitely poised and 
sophisticated because she belongs to an 
aristocratic family and is married to a 
London barrister. Sports have no appeal 
for her—she prefers the cultured aesthetic 
things of life, collecting Chinese porcelain 
and knowing as much about old books as 
many a professional connoisseur. She has 
a two-year-old daughter and a small 
modern house in Bohemian Chelsea where 
the cool, perfectly arranged rooms hold 
just a few pieces of antique furniture and 
masses of Vivien’s favorite lilies and lilac 
branches. 

Another new star appealing for your 
attention this summer will be Lilli Palmer, 
the- vivacious blonde you saw _ with 
Richard Arlen in “Silent Barriers.” She 
is now at the Pinewood Studios mak- 
ing “Vienna Sunset,” a romantic musical 
film set against a colorful background of 
Vienna, the Italian Lakes, and North 
Africa. Tullio Carminati plays opposite 
to her. 

Lilli is just twenty-one and made her 
first public appearance upside down—the 
producer wanted a girl who could stand 
on her head for five minutes in a comic 
revue scene. With the money she earned, 
Lilli paid for a course of real acting lessons 
at the famous Austrian conservatoire 
where Marlene Dietrich, Elisabeth Berg- 
ner, Luise Rainer and many another now- 
famous star studied under Max Rein- 
hardt’s direction and wept at his acidly 
scathing criticisms of her early histrionics. 

At Pinewood too, Herbert Wilcox is 
busy on the first of the coming cycle of 
Queen Victoria films. (Since the King 
raised the ban on screen and stage pres- 
entations about his Royal great-grand- 
mother’s life, all our leading producers 
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have been enthusiastically ordering Vic- 
torian stories because it was such a richly 
historical period and those oval-necked 
crinolines so attractive!) 

Wilcox has decided to begin with the 
meeting of the Queen, played by Anna 
Neagle, with the handsome Prince Albert 
whom she later married. He is Anton 
Walbrook, the Viennese star just re- 
turned from Hollywood, and_ perfectly 
resembles the Prince: Consort in build, 
features, and accent, as well as being 
exactly the same age as the Prince was at 
the time. 

Gaumont-British go into the competi- 
tion next with Nova Pilbeam starring in 
their production of “Girlhood of the Queen” 
which shows the famous Victoria as the 
shy young Princess unexpectedly called to 
the Throne and before she achieved her 


Marta 


Labarr, 
to Garbo started rumors that 
Greta was in London, appears with 
Charles Oliver in a new English film. 


whose resemblance 


life’s romance. Meanwhile the G-B studios 
are proudly. ensconsing the biggest set 
piece ever to be constructed in London. 

It’s a faithful scale replica of one of the 
colossal air-liners scientists calmly declare 
will be daily winging across the Atlantic in 
a few years’ time. It carries eighty passen- 
gers and has a dining-saloon, a cocktail 
bar, and a dance lounge in which you'll 
see blonde Anna Lee partnering John 
Loder though Oscar Homolka and Frank 
Cellier plan crooked doings out on the 
promenade deck while ostensibly admiring 
the passing clouds. They’re calling the 
film “Non-Stop New York” and it’s a 
point of honor with the technicians to in- 
clude even more sensational futuristic 
effects than they did in the celebrated 
“Transatlantic Tunnel” last year. 

George Arliss looked in to admire the 
air-liner the other day. He seems much 
fitter after the winter rest his doctor ad- 
vised and now he’s assiduously reading 
tories again because he is due to start work 
on his next production early in May. 

When Douglas Fairbanks, Jr., comes 
back from Hollywood, his producing com- 
pany here, Criterion Films, will set off 
for the Scottish border to shoot scenes 
for the historical picture in which Douglas 
plays Bonnie Prince Charlie, adventurous 
seventeenth-century Royalty. Some of the 


film was made on the moors last autumn 
but in the middle of it the rainy season 
began, bringing the mists that stay until 
Spring; so the unit had to pack up and 
come back to town, and only in June will 
the days again be clear and sunny enough 
for work to be resumed. 

Douglas’s director, Raoul Walsh, gave 
a little party at his London apartment the 
other evening and most of the visiting 
Hollywoodians attended. Ruth Chatterton 
and Mary Ellis were there, along with 
Neil Hamilton and Otto Kruger and dark 
saturnine-looking Victor Jory. Rene Ray 
and June Knight looked in too. 

A rumor that Garbo was in London 
startled the newspaper reporters last week. 
When they rushed along to the address 
at which the star was said to be staying 
they found a tall slim blonde with a deep 
yoice so amazingly like the Swedish 
Sphinx in every way that she had to show 
them her personal papers to prove her 
identity. She was Marta Labarr, American- 
born French actress, come to play ina | 
dramatic film called “Second Bureau.” 
Her resemblance to Garbo does not par- | 
ticularly please her. People gasp and ex- | 
claim wherever she goes, though she does 
her hair as differently as possible and 
tries to dress the opposite style too. 

Marta started her career on the Paris 
stage, acting a small part in a comedy in 
which Simone Simon starred. When 
Simone was ill, Marta deputized in the 
leading role and Simone’s rapid recovery 
was said to be little short of a medical 
miracle. Some months later, Simone was 
appearing in another play and decided to 
have an operation. The manager sent for 
Marta—and Simone considered her opera- 
tion could wait. Though it wasn’t really 
arranged so simply as that, because both 
girls have the true Gallic temperament, 
passionate and turbulent. 

Marta goes to Hollywood later in the 
summer, having attracted the attention of 
Twentieth Century-Fox. I wonder what | 
Simone will say to her if they happen to | 
meet at the studio! | 


... UNTIL SHE LEARNED 
THIS LOVELIER WAY TO 
AVOID OFFENDING... 


FRAGRANT BATHS WITH 


CASHMERE BOUQUET 


Take-a-Chance Stewart — 
Continued from page 63 | 


Ted Allen has invented a gadget that will 
set off the flash at the same time you move 
your shutter. 

“The place to get unusual effects is in 
the dark room. We print all our own stuff. 
Did you know you can mottle a print with 
your hands? You get a paper negative first. 
That is, you have the film up about here 
on your enlarger. That throws the print on 
the paper down here. Then as you print 
it, you do your stuff with your fingers 
between the two and make the shadows 
you need in the right places. 

“You can get trick stuff in the dark 
room, too. Print an upright figure just 
as it appears, then shift the film and get 
him bending to the side, both on the same 
print. It’s very spectacular if you get just 


the right angle. MARVELOUS FOR 
You can blur a print just enough to CCMPLEXIONS, TOO! 
give it a spooky effect, too. Soit-focus stuff a z 2 
is fun, if you have the right sort of pic- Use this pure, creamy-white soap 
ture.” for both your face and bath. 
Jimmy sometimes uses a home movie Cashmere Bouquet’s lather is so 
camera, but he says it doesn’t give him gentle and caressing. Yet it gets 
the same thrill. down into each pore—removes 


“There’s been stuff printed about my 
‘discovering’ a girl for the ‘Born to Dance’ 
picture,” he recalled. “It was an accident. 
I was down at the beach one day with the 
movie camera. I saw a bunch of girls run- 


ning in and out of the water and dancing | THE ARISTOCRAT OF ALL FINE SOAPS 
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every bit of dirt and cosmetics. 
Your skin grows clearer. softer 10¢ eVallinic depaniment! 
««- more radiant and alluring! NOW ONLY and ten-cent stores 
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WELL-DRESSED 
WOMEN NOW WEAR 
“BRA-FORMS 


Leading American designers recom- 
mend the use of dress shields to pro- 
tect their creations not only from 
perspiration but also from strong 
under-arm cosmetics. 


At a recent Fashion Show in New 
York, every dress was worn over a 
carefully selected Kleinert’s Bra-form. 


e “Bra-forms are smart uplift bras 
made in net, lace, batiste and satin 
and equipped with a pair of Kleinert’s 
cuaranteed dress shields. 

They can be laundered as easily as 
your other lingerie, and solve your 
perspiration problem perfectly with- 
out the slightest bother. 


You need bras and you need shields 
—Bra-forms combine them most con- 
veniently! From a dollar up in good 
Notion Departments everywhere—a 
tiny fraction of the cost of the dresses 
they save. 

e The Bra-form illustrated above, is 
of fine batiste, $1.25 


Ask for Kleinert’s 
Launderite 
Shields—25¢ a pair 
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485 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK, N. Y. 
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around on the sand, so I shot some film of 
them. 

“Roy Del Ruth was there when I hap- 
pened to run off the shots and he thought 
one of the girls looked pretty good. We 
found out who she was, and she got a part 
in the picture. She seemed O.K. Anyway, 
they are using her again.” 

In his M-G-M picture, “After the Thin 
Man,” Jimmy found the fog scenes inter- 
esting. 

“IT made some experiments with the fog, 
and got a few things I liked, but they are 
not sharp enough for you to reproduce,” 
he explained. “You can’t make a fog to 
order, except at a studio; but there are 
interesting things you can do with smoke 
from a bonfire, if you're looking for ex- 
periments.” 

Analyzing Jimmy’s candid camera work, 
his friend Ted Allen assured me that the 
reason the actor’s pictures are interesting 
is that he has a sure sense of the dramatic. 

“Each of his pictures has definite balance, 
something that’s very rare with an ama- 
teur,” he pointed out. 

“Notice that his airplane shots are in 
balance—never the amateur idea of object- 


in-the-center of the picture, but a nice bal-. 


ance. See the beautiful balance in this lake 
scene—the dark shore line and the light 
waters, the shadows at one corner, the high 
light at the other. 

“In this shot of Nelson Eddy and his 
companion in the launch, he had them both 
face center, but he didn’t make them the 
middle in the film. The reflections are good 
in that one, too. 

“Most amateurs would have had the 
joshua tree in the desert picture over close 
to the edge, but Jim balanced his dark 
rider with his dark tree. That’s drama. 

“There’s drama in his view of the boat. 
See how tall the masts seem, and how 


black! If he’d used a filter, the masts 
would have been lighter, and if he had shot 
directly onto the vessel instead of pointing 
his camera upwards, they wouldn’t have 
seemed so high. 

“Jim’s always asking questions and prof- 
iting by the answers. We disagree about 
some things and he’s right according to 
the way he figures, and I’m right accord- 
ing to my ideas. For instance, the use of 
the exposure meter. He thinks it’s cheat- 
ing to use one, but I think it’s a matter 
of economy. 

“If you went to Death Valley, for ex- 
ample, the hght would be so different from 
the light we’re used to here that we'd ruin 
rolls of film by going according to our own 
estimates. At stop 11 on a Leica, say, the 
exposure in Death Valley would be one 
250th of a second. The same shot here in 
Hollywood at the same stop would be one 
50th of a second. 

“He likes risks, I know. But he can get 
them with an exposure meter if he goes 
into the snow country. Snow can throw 
you off any time. You look at the meter 
for your figure and then the reflection of 
the snow fools you.” 

There’s one risk James Stewart hasn’t 
taken so far—and that’s the marital one. 
He likes to go out with girls, to dance 
with them, to play tennis or take their 
pictures. But he seems wary about getting 
serious. 

“Look at him as if you loved him, 
Simone,” directed Gene Kornman, as the 
little French girl leaned back in Jimmy’s 
arms. 

“Oh, but—I think I do!” said Simone, 
snuggling deeper. 

She looked impishly charming. 

Jimmy shrugged, failed to smile, and re- 
marked, quoting Chico: “Well, no wonder. 
I’m a very remarkable fellow!” 


Hollywood's Riddle Woman 


Continued from page 26 


ing announcements set all heads, wise and 
otherwise, in a whirl. Meanwhile everyone 
sincerely hoped that all was well with the 
newlyweds, at the same time wondering 
whether the creator of a Chinese character 
had, on her side, turned into a Chinese 
puzzle, 

Certainly I myself was made to feel, 
shortly before the notable marriage, that 
behind a green gate in greenest Brentwood 
was hidden the screen’s strangest actress. 
Her lot cast in Hollywood, she wanted 
none of it. Shut out from its life, she was 
shut in with her own. 

This could be felt as the green gate 
swung noiselessly open in the twilight. 
Across the paved forecourt a winding path 
led to the wide-porched house standing 
white against stilled treetops. Its evening 
hush was broken only by the whirring bell. 
Answering it was a quiet-tongued house- 
keeper who slippered the way to a dim-lit 
room spacious as silence. 

Little did I guess this very same room 
would, before many days had passed, be 
the scene of a simple wedding, so simple, 
indeed, that the bride-elect would herself 
tenderly build the modest flower-decked 
altar before which she was to stand. That 
there would be no guests, merely two wit- 
nesses, the motion picture director Lewis 
Milestone and his wife, and Superior Judge 
Thurman, who was to officiate. That, how- 
ever, the radiant bride’s beloved Scottie 
“Jonnay” would be in wagging attendance 
and duly aware every dog doesn’t have his 
day in a huge white satin bow. 

Nor could I conjure up another amusing 
vision of an earlier day when Miss Rainer 
would burst forth from the marriage li- 
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cense bureau waving a crackling document 
and happily exclaiming, “Now I’m mar- 
ried!” only to be advised by her more 
legally informed companion in premeditated 
matrimony she must wait till a later cere- 
mony had been performed. 

No, the walls of that room, if they could 
have spoken, now had nothing to say of 
the coming event. All that I heard was the 
voice of the housekeeper. 

Miss Rainer—this scarcely above a 
whisper—would be down in a moment. As- 
suring, but not exact. Miss Rainer was 
down in a rush. Swift as the wind, in sky- 
blue slacks and white-silk blouse challeng- 
ing her raven hair, she swept in, vibrant 
with the cry: “Oh, it’s you! I am glad!” 

Impulsively, she gave both her hands, 
warm, firm, friendly. Lighting up vividly, 
her magical face with its burning eyes 
seemed to set the room ablaze. But not to 
her. For, after turning on lamp after lamp, 
she frowningly decided: “It’s dark here. 
We go somewhere else, yes? Would you 
like to come up to my bedroom?” 

W-well, who wouldn’t? 

She ran nimbly up the stairs, bounding 
youth in her white-shod feet. Then stood 
stock-still. “You see?” 

What I saw was no mere bedroom, but 
a domain of rest, long and wide, high and 
airy, a hospice for strained nerves, a 
Nirvana for tired genius. 

“But this is what I really meant!” 

She turned into an ante-room, what a 
woman might call a boudoir, what a man 
would call a den. Glowing with the pride 
of possession, she waved me to a couch 
running the whole length of one wall, fixed 
a cushion for my back, then perched her- 


self comfortably alongside cross-legged. 

“Now we are comfortable,” she gladly 
sighed. “This is the room I like best. I 
spend all my free time here.” 

“Don’t you ever go out?” 

“Why should I? Here I have everything 
I want—good books and the best music. I 
wonder,” and her tone was significant, 
“have you read something I am reading.” 

Heeling over, she darted into the outer 
room, skimming back with an opened book, 
a new one about Duse. Never having seen 
the Italian actress who was the greatest of 
them all, she asked about her, of her face, 
her voice, even her hands, hungry for 
knowledge. 

“Duse must have been wonderful,’ she 
reflected, studying a drawing of her cut 
from a newspaper. “And what a wonderful 
life! But so sad. She gave so much— 
everything—that. her life was one long 
sacrifice.” 

What, I wondered, of the sacrifices of 
Luise? For into the sensitive face of the 
gifted Viennese actress had come a sudden 
emptiness. 

“T am lonely,’ she replied, slowly, 
thoughtfully. “I will never get over my 
loneliness, not if I live to be seventy or 
eighty. This cannot be helped. Why should 
it? I believe it is the good in us, because 
we want to be better, that makes us lonely. 
I_am_not unhappy, but always I have a 
longing for something beyond me, some- 
thing I will never reach. Yet for ever I 
am trying to reach it. Every day I start 
completely new. Before me are all the new 
things I want to conquer, behind me all 
the old things I have lost. My greatest 
loss, in coming to Hollywood, has been 
the people I love. It was hard for me to 
leave them, for love is as important as 
food. And when I left Vienna I was in 
love with a man.” 


Nothing camera-shy about George Murphy's collie, as he poses with his master, above. 


But now the unpredictable Rainer was 
in love with quite another man. At 
the suggestion, she smiled mysteriously, 
plumped herself down on the floor a curi- 
ous mixture of child and woman, and 
gave my foot a playful poke, with: “I may 
tell you, but not the public.” 

She did not have to tell me; I knew the 
lucky man was Clifford Odets. 

Then there was something more, seri- 
ously: “My biggest sacrifice is my private 
life. That is gone. Hollywood has robbed 
me of it. So that you may understand let 
me put it this way: There are two men. 
One I call my occupation. The other is the 


man I love. I want to give myself to both, 
but I can’t.” (This may explain the present 
situation.) “What I do for the man who 
is my occupation I take from the man I 
love. One pulls me away from the other, 
and my happiness is sacrificed between 
them. I cannot be steady with either, for I 
am always compelled to go back from 
one to the other. I am going, going some- 
where, but I am blind, seeing nothing.” 

“Not even glamor?” 

“T swear by God,” she fiercely declared, 
rising to her feet and standing stark to 
her oath, “I am not glamorous and I never 
have wanted glamor! I have worked, and 


How would your laxative 
rate with the doctor? 


| 


OUR DOCTOR is your friend. He 
wants to help you guard your 
health. And he is just as careful about 
little matters affecting your welfare as 
he is about the more important ones. 


The choice of a laxative, for in- 
stance, may not worry you. But it’s 
a definite consideration with the doc- 
tor. Before he will give a laxative his 
approval, he insists that it meet his 
own strict specifications. 


The doctor says that a laxative 
should be: Dependable . . . Mild 
... Thorough ... Time-tested. 


The doctor says that a laxative 
should not: Over-act ... Form a 
habit ... Cause stomach pains... 
Nauseate, or upset the digestion. 

And Ex-Lax checks on every point! 
No wonder so many doctors use Ex- 
Lax themselves. No wonder it’s a fa- 
vorite with millions of mothers. No 
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wonder it’s the most widely used laxa- 
tive in the whole world. 


Next time you are constipated, try 
Ex-Lax. You'll discover that Ex-Lax 
is gentle, is thorough. You'll find that 
no discomfort attends its use. On 
ihe contrary, such a complete, gentle 
cleansing will leave you with renewed 
freshness—a sense of well-being. Ex- 
Lax tastes just like delicious chocolate. 
Children actually enjoy taking it. And 
it’s just as good for them as it is for 
the grown-ups. Available at all drug 
stores in economical 10c and 25¢ sizes. 

FREE-—Ifyouprefer to try Ex-Lax at 
our expense, write for free sample to 
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when a little attention was turned my 
way I was surprised. Why not? What have 
I done?” 

What, indeed, hasn’t she done, flashing 
from one brilliant success to another in 
“Escapade” and “The Great Ziegfeld,” and 
now reaping her richest harvest of fame in 
“The Good Earth’? 

“Nothing,” was her withering estimate, 
sweeping it all away with a ruthless ges- 
ture. “It means absolutely nothing to me. 
Whatever it may be, it has come too 
easily, too quickly. We have to struggle 
to go through, to get to the right and the 
real things. Do you think that Duse and 
Bernhardt thought themselves glamorous? 
Well, perhaps you are right in believing 
that Bernhardt did. But neither could 
possibly have thought so at first, for then 
both had everything to struggle against, 
even poverty. It was only when they had 
accomplished great things that they de- 
served the glamor which surrounded them. 
Then they were famous. And fame is not 
of your own making, but something given 
you by many people in return for what 
they have got from you. Right fame, true 
fame, is something to be thankful for 
because it comes as a gift from the people. 
But sudden glamor, coming as it may with 
a single picture in Hollywood, is unhealthy, 
untrue. It is the last thing I should want, 
for I am afraid of it. It is dangerous.” 

As Miss Rainer seemed to be saying no 
less of Hollywood, I put the question point- 
blank to her. 

“Hollywood is the most dangerous place 
in the world,” was her positive opinion. “It 
is sure to be for an actress, who has to 
work on herself as a human being more 
than anyone else because she is supposed 
to be a symbol of many others. This may 
mean the sacrifice of her own human 
values. For myself, I’m too much alive to 
see any sacrifices I may have made. Maybe 
someone later will see them for me. But 
it doesn’t matter. Always before me is 
another sacrifice to be made. This is good 
for me because it means there is always 
something I am trying to find. But it 
doesn’t mean peace, for there is no one who 
could come and give me rest. It is a weary 
light that Hollywood throws on you. And 
there’s so much light here that you 
are blinded by it. There’s the light before 
the cameras, then the light at great open- 
ings; which can easily make you blind, 
and so you lose your way. I envy women 
who are out of it, safe in their private 
lives, where they can be more content, 
much happier.. They can build their whole 
life on love. This an actress, particularly 
a Hollywood actress, cannot do. Oh, well! 
After all, the love you get is not impor- 
tant. It is the love you give. And the 
measurement of what you give is the 
measurement of how big or how small love 
is to you. I'd like to be a woman with 
nothing else in life if I felt another in- 
terest made the man I love unhappy. But 
I don’t think I'd ever really want to change 
places with a woman who had nothing 
but love. If I am what I want to be nothing 
can affect me. Yet I want a man who 
will say yes to my work—and I think 
I have found him. Sometimes I want to 
throw everything else away, then I realize 
cangtve 

In short, Luise Rainer is first and last 
an actress, how fine a one you need not be 
told. But don’t ever tell her. 

“T have a deep inferiority complex,” she 
gravely assured me, “when I compare 
myself with other actresses. Please don’t 
laugh, for I mean it. Every time I see 
another actress on the screen, no matter 
who she is, I think I’m terrible. For this 
reason, I seldom go to pictures—they dis- 
courage me.” (She even stayed away from 
the premiere of “The Good Earth.”) “Any- 
way, I feel I’m not meant for them. For 


that matter, 1 never expected to be on the 
screen, even when I came to Hollywood.” 

Stretched on the floor, she suggested 
nothing so much as Hollywood’s most 
baffling human puzzle. 

“T'I] tell you something I’ve been keeping 
to myself,” she volunteered. “My only 
reason for coming here was curiosity to 
see the country and new people. I never 
thought I’d be in a film. There was a 
clause in my contract giving the studio 
the right to send me back after six months, 
so that’s what I thought would happen. lf 
it happened sooner so much the better, for 
IT was in love and wanted to go back as 
soon as possible. This seemed more than 
likely, as I knew no English. [ studied. it. 
as best I could, but always with my 
mind on seeing things. I thought I quick 
would see them, then go home. So I 
bought a camera and took it with me 
every time I could get away. On those 
trips, which I loved, I saw something of 
Mexico and Canada, as well as a good 
deal of California. Everywhere I marvelled 
at the richness of nature and the fairness 
and comradeship of the people. Then, to 
my surprise, after two months they put 
me in a picture. I didn’t want to go in it, 
and that I should make any success at all 
was the biggest surprise of my whole life. 
Now that I am still in pictures it is all 
so strange that I don’t know what to make 
Onmites 

What to make of her, after that astound- 
ing revelation, was the problem. I recalled 
that in an earlier talk she had told me 
she would leave the screen for ever at 
the end of her contract and return to the 
stage. Was she still of the same mind ? 

“Nothing can make me change it,’ was 
her decisive answer. “I must go back to the 
stage and stay there, if only for my peace 
of mind. Here I can have no peace. It 
is impossible in pictures. You never know 
what is going to happen. I began “The 
Good Earth’ in July, and here it is Jan- 
uary. But what do I know about my part 
of it? Nothing. Since the picture was 
finished twenty hands have been on my 
work. How can I tell what it will be like 
when they are through with it? The last 
thing they told me was that a thousand 
feet still had to be cut out of the picture. 
Those doing it may think they are leaving 
in what is good. But will J think it is 
good? On the stage I can go straight ahead 
from eight to ten, and no one can stop me. 
If what I do is bad, the audience will 
tell me while I am doing it, but during 
that time the audience cannot interfere with 
my work. In Hollywood there is always 
interference. This demands the biggest sac- 
rifice of all—peace. I am wishing for it 
always, but I will never find peace.” 

A deep silence weighed upon her. Look- 
ing at this creature of moods brooding 
there on the rug, I was struck by the 
classic lines of her sculptural face. She 
might have been Electra. Only there was 
something more tender in that face, the 
beauty and the sorrow of life. A_ wistful 
smile played across it, her head half-turned, 
her eyes wide but unseeing. She rose 
silently. That same silence walked with 
her down the stairs, out the door, and along 
the winding path in the darkness, her eyes 
like stars beneath her midnight hair. It 
held her in a moment’s pause. A hand 
lifted. The green gate closed. 

Has another since opened to her—the 
gate to happiness? Who knows? 
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Interlude in Gay Paris 


Continued from page 55 


“Rather the guillotine as murderer than 
jail as a thief!” the little cashier said des- 
perately. “Either you give me the money 
now or [’ll—I’ll—” His voice broke and 
he glanced wildly around the room. “I’ve 
got to know what you did with that four 
hundred and fifty thousand francs I loaned 
you! Only two more weeks and our books 
must be closed for the company auditors, 
and you have not returned one franc!” 

“Oh, no, no!” Victor felt steadier now 
as he saw the man’s spurt of courage 
dwindling. He turned his back on him casu- 
ally and opened a bottle of cognac and be- 
gan pouring it into two glasses. “I should 
never dream of returning a single franc. My 
intention is to give you back the whole 
sum ii one lump. So understand how happy 
it makes me to be able to tell you that 
tonight at six o’clock sharp I shall place 
in your hands the entire sum. Four hun- 
dred and eighty thousand francs!” 

“Oh, Victor, I knew you wouldn’t let me 
down!” The weak eyes behind Maxl’s thick 
lenses watered and his hands shook from 
relief now as he lifted his glass to his lips. 
“But you only took four hundred and fifty 
francs from the cash. How like you to be 
so generous to me. I can’t accept it. A new 
hat, perhaps, but not thirty thousand 
francs !” 

Victor’s smile came slowly, engagingly. 
“That is the sum which you are going to 
lend me now!” 

“Never!’’ The little cashier’s glass came 
down with a crash, but even as he spoke he 
knew it would be like all the other times, 
that he would hand the money over and 
it would be almost as if Victor was doing 
him a favor in accepting it. 

There wasn’t so much as a quiver to be- 
tray Victor’s tenseness as he stood before 
the baccarat table again. He pushed the 
thirty thousand francs towards the croupier 
and the bank was his. 

“Who says Banco?” the croupier’s voice 
urged. “All stakes admitted up to thirty 
thousand francs.” 

“Banco!” shouted a voice, and the game 
was on. 

Luck was with Victor now. Again and 
again he doubled his winnings, and then at 
last there were two hundred and forty thou- 
sand dollars in the bank. One more for- 
tunate turn of the cards and he would be 
in the clear. 

“Who says Banco?” came the croupier’s 
sing-song. 

“Banco!” Even before he turned to look 
at him Victor recognized the exuberance of 
the voice that had been so recently demand- 
ing roasted eagle of the Metropole Café. 
And the young man’s casual smile returned 
his as he stood at the table. 

Easily, almost indifferently the young man 
turned up his cards but Victor could no 
longer control his emotion as he lifted his. 
Then he breathed easily again. He had 
won. It would be as he had promised Maxl. 
Tonight he would return in full the money 
he had borrowed from the cash box. 

“T_I’'m afraid I haven’t my check book.” 
The young man had sobered completely as 
he faced Victor. 

But it really didn’t matter, the croupier 
assured him blandly; there were blank 
checks in the office, and so the young man 
followed them and sat down at the desk 
and filled one out. Suddenly he straightened, 
and crumpling the check he had just signed 
threw it in the waste basket. 

“[’m sorry, gentlemen.” He squared his 
shoulders unconsciously as he faced them. 
“T have no bank account. In fact, no money 
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at all. I'm broke. When I shouted ‘Banco’ 
I’m afraid I overlooked the possibility of 
a miracle.” 

There was talk of the police, but Victor 
shook his head and asked to speak to the 
young man alone. He studied the passport 
the young man gave him. 

“You are Peter Lynch?” he asked at last, 
and then as .the young man nodded: “Peo- 
ple who give thousand franc tips generally 
have some resources. A family? Friends?” 

“Not me!” The boy’s mouth twisted. “A 
few months ago I had all the friends in the 
world. I had just inherited a million dol- 
lars. Do you know anything about that 
great American institution, taxes? When I 
got through with them and the lawyers’ 
fees, my net inheritance came to six thou- 
sand dollars and eighty-five cents, of which 
I gave you the last tonight! I'm afraid 
when I shouted ‘Banco’ your champagne 
had made me forget I was no longer a mil- 
lionaire.” 
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There was reluctant admiration in Vic- 
tor’s eyes as he looked at him. A man who 
could say “Banco” with such nonchalance, 
as though he had the Duchy de Normandie 
in his right-hand pocket and the bank of 
France in his left, could be an invaluable 
asset. 

“See me at my office tomorrow,” he said 
crisply. “In the meantime [’ll hold your 
passport to insure your coming.” 

It was a different Victor who faced 
Peter across his desk the next afternoon, 
the Victor known only to those who worked 
for him. 

“T know a gambling debt is no debt in 
the eyes of the law,” he said grimly, hold- 
ing out the discarded check he had re- 
trieved from the waste basket the night be- 
fore. “But the law makes up for its indul- 
gence by being inexcusably severe in the 
matter of bad checks.” 

As the boy faced him he outlined the plan 
he had made, and now again Victor was 
suave and courteous and even a little gay. It 
would not be difficult for one with Peter’s 
personality to impersonate a member of the 
old Russian nobility, say Prince Panaieff, 
who he happened to remember had been 
sent to the salt mines in Siberia, and the 
task he had picked for his Russian would 
be such a delightful one. All he had to do 
was to entertain a charming young Ameri- 
can heiress who happened to like celebri- 
ties. 

There was nothing for Peter to do but 
agree; to practise a charming Russian ac- 


cent under Victor’s adroit tutelage; and to 
await the coming of the Ridgeways with 
a distaste that crowded out every other 
feeling—even the feeling he had early in 
the evening when he went into the flower 
shop to select a boutonniere and saw a girl 
hesitating over the corsages spread hetiore 
her. 

Only an American girl could smile with 
that instant frankness as he held a cluster 
of orchids towards her. When she smiled 
like this it was like Spring just beginning, 
a lovelier Spring than any he had known. 
The kind that poets sang of and artists 
painted. 

“Compliments of Victor,” Peter bowed, 
and quite forgot the accent that was to 
have been born that night; and she laughed 
a little as she pinned it to her dress and 
he knew that Spring could be full of music, 
too, and of stars sparkling in a girl’s eyes. 

Victor was even more gracious than usual 
when he ‘walked over to the Ridgeways’ 
table. 

“You remember my daughter?” Ridge- 
way tried to conceal his pride in her by 
the brusqueness in his voice, and as Vic- 
tor nodded gravely: “She’s looking for 
celebrities. You might begin with the kings 
and queens—” 

Laura was gazing ecstatically into space, 
and even her aunt’s short laugh could not 
wipe out the wonder in her eyes. 

“Te looks like a prince, at least,” she 
half-whispered, staring at a man who sat 
alone in regal state. 


“He’s a paper clip manufacturer.” Victor 
dismissed him with a shrug. “But the lady 
yonder who looks rather like a_cook and 
not a very neat one is Her Grace, the 
Duchess of Marleton. And the young peo- 
ple at the next table looking so very hum- 
ble and timid are the cousins of the ex- 
empress of Austria, spending one week’s in- 


Randolph Scott, as a Pennsylvania farmer of 1859, has the two-fisted support of Ben 
Blue (note Ben's fighting spirit as evidenced above), in “High, Wide and Handsome.” 


come for one hour at the Café Metropole. 
Disappointed ?” 

“T should hope so!” her Aunt Margaret 
said truculently, and then she stopped and 
stared with all the rest as the band broke 
into the old Russian National Anthem and 
a young man paused for a moment at the 
top of the stairs. 

With a murmured apology Victor left 
the table and hurried to Peter’s side, and 
Laura flushed a little as she saw the deep 


bow he swept him. And this was the man 
she had mistaken for a clerk in the flower 
shop! 

“FTe must be royalty!” she said in a 
hushed voice, and her father leaned over 
and patted her arm. 

“T have but one rule about titles,’ he 
laughed. “If they’re charming, they're 
fakes; and if they’re genuine, they're stu- 
pid.” 

Victor was all obsequience as he ushered 
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Peter to his seat, and then he was back 
at the Ridgeway table. 

“With your permission, Mr. Ridgeway, 
His Highness Prince Alexis Petrovitch 
Panaieff requests the pleasure of dancing 
with Miss Laura.” And then quickly, as 
Ridgeway glared at him: “It’s the royal 
prerogative, sir, quite without imperti- 
nence.” 

“Tell His Highness, yes, with pleasure,” 
Laura said, as her father started to bluster. 

“Tt sounds like the royal pick-up to me,” 
Aunt Margaret sniffed, and she glared as 
Victor came back bringing Peter. 

“Please?” Peter slurred the word in his 
most Russian fashion, and offered Laura 
his arm and they swept out on the dance 
floor. 

“It’s funny,” Laura looked up at him 
guilelessly. “But in the flower shop I didn’t 
even notice the trace of an accent. Even 
now it is so slight. Just enough to be 
pleasant.” 

In spite of himself Peter’s arm tightened 
about Laura’s waist. 


J 


Peter would have liked a Scotch and 
soda, but in true imperial fashion he ordered 
vodka instead, and he was almost glad of 
the interruption when a waiter said he was 
wanted on the private telephone. On the 
short walk to the office the waiter was all 
deference, but as soon as the door had 
closed upon them he turned on Peter, 
snarling. 

“So you are His Highness Prince Alexis 
Panaieff! Answer these questions.” And he 
spat out a_torrent of Russian. “So you're 
not even Russian!” he shouted as Peter 
stood silent. “What Russian would dare 
steal such an exalted name? I—J am Pan- 
aieff !” 

“It seems we have just one too many 
Panaieffs in the cast,” the boy grinned as 


’ Victor came into the office. 


It was going to be a more expensive 
gamble than Victor had thought, for after 
looking at the passport the real prince 
spread in front of him, he knew he would 
have to pay Panaieff off, and it took all 
the tact that even the great Victor could 


Ladies of the ballet for the Fred Astaire-Ginger Rogers filmusical, "Shall We 
Dance?" must be pretty as well as light on their toes. These lovelies qualify. 


“My accent, she comes and goes, comes 
and goes,” he deepened it on every word, 
and then for a little time there was silence 
and his arms holding her and his heart 
wishing it might all have been so different 
and that he had the right to hold her like 
this. 

He brought her back to the table and saw 
how her father and aunt stiffened as she 
introduced him. And then as the flower girl 
passed he called to her and selected a spray 
of red roses and with a short bow gave 
them to Margaret. 

“It was so nice of you to leave one little 
touch for me to add,” he said, and even 
though it made him feel more of a swindler 
than ever to see Laura’s aunt smile with 
that new friendliness for him in her eyes, 
he was glad of the ally he had made. For 
he had need of allies, had Peter Lynch fall- 
ing in love for the first time in his life. 

“Long ago in Russia, I heard about you, 
Mr. Ridgeway.” It wasn’t so difficult now 
that he had stifled that first impulse to tell 
them all the truth, to try and win Ridge- 
way over too. “Perhaps you do not real- 
ize what a famous man you are and what 
a great honor it has been to meet you?” 

Even Ridgeway was smiling now. “Oh, 
do sit down, Prince,” he urged. “You don’t 
have to go anywhere for a while. Let’s all 
have a drink.” 
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master to offer money to a member of the 
imperial family, even though working as 
one of his own waiters. Not to speak of 
the amount of money it took to buy off 
a genuine prince! Dash it all, they should 
have better guards at the salt mines. If 
the man hadn’t escaped it would all have 
been so much simpler. 

The days went on and always there was 
Peter’s gift of flowers for Laura in the 
morning, and luncheons alone and dinners 
with the family; and sometimes when he 
almost forgot the part he was playing he 
was happy, but most of the time he remem- 
bered and was sad. 

But Laura was never sad these days. It 
was always so easy to laugh when she 
was with “Alexis.” Only when he was 
quiet as he was today it was almost as if 
his quietness were a part of her, too, pull- 
ing happiness away from her. 

“You've hardly said anything,’ 
at last. “Are you sick?” 

“No.” It was so hard to dissemble with 
her wide eyes looking at him that way. 
If only she weren’t so lovable he might not 
be quite so miserable playing Victor’s little 
game for him. “I am in what you call the 
wtood. You can never tell about Russians.” 

“You've got something on your con- 
science,” she said gravely, and then her 
laugh tripped after her words. “Did you 


> she said 


kill anybody? Come, tell me about it.” 

“No. That is the trouble.” Peter smiled 
grimly. “I should /i ike to kill somebody. No, 
to tell you the truth I was thinking about 
the cossacks.” 

“Your old regiment, I suppose,” Laura 
said, and was he mistaken or was there 
really a mocking glint in her eyes: “Now 
why don’t you tell me the truth? 

“The truth!” Peter was so startle d he 
forgot his accent. “W pean, m—I ai speak- 
ing the truth.” 

She leaned across the table tow ard him. 
“Have you ever een to America?’ 

“No, but my parents go there on the 
honeymoon.’ > Peter caught his accent again 
and hung it heavily on his words. 

“That's where I’m going on our honey- 
moon,” Laura said, and her mouth quirked 
up at the corners like a child who knows 
she’s talking out oi turn. 

“Perhaps we must dance, yes?” Peter 
countered. 

“All right.” Laura got up solemnly. “But 
none of that Russian sitting-down dancing.” 
It was a wonderful afternoon at the caié, 
where they lingered after everyone else had 
left, even if Alex did go to sleep with his 
head unconventionally pillowed on her 
imees and she sat staring down on him 
wondering if he really were sleeping or if 
this were only a new way oi evading an 
issue. And then the artist came over to 
sketch her. 

“He is your sweetheart?” 
he blocked in her eyes. 

“What?” Laura laughed on too high a 
note. “No, certainly not.” And then as her 
hand furtively touched Peter’s dark hair. 
“Well, not yet.” 

“Why not £2” The artist was aghast. “Do 
you not love him?” 

“Why, yes!” It was impossible not to 
meet the man’s frankness with equal can- 
der. “Yes, of course I love him.” 

“Ts it, then, that he does not love you? 
The man sounded ° aghast. “Keep your chin 
up higher. How is that possible ?” 

“You know,” Laura smiied impishly. “I 
can’t understand that, either! I’m such a 
nice girl.” 

“Vou kiss?” the man ventured, and then 
as she shook her head :““That is bad! Kiss- 
ing is very important at the first.” 

“Qh!” Laura said, and then suddenly her 
head went down and she kissed Peter’s 
forehead. 

“No, no!” The artist was impatient. “Not 
like that. On the lips.” 

Laura took a deep breath and then her 
head went down again and this time it was 
Peier’s lips that her own touched and then 
it wasn’t as i they were in the café at all 
with Peter's arms suddenly reaching up 
to hold her one with kis lips kissing hers. 

But afterwards as they walked down the 
street together there was the old wal! Peter 
was always putting between them. 

“As I was saying, Miss Laura—” he 
began, but her laugh stopped him. “You 
can’t call me miss, right aiter <issing me, 
she protested. “It’s silly.” 

“Vou're a fresh litth—” suddeniy Peter 
remembered the accent, “Americain.” 

“That’s the way to talk to me.” Her head 
bobbed approvingly. “As it you love me.” 

“You're making things very difficult,” 
Peter said gloomily. “It might be better 17 
you go away. We had a very beautiiul 
time, a lovely mterlude in Paris. But such 
things end, always. We smile, we kiss, we 
part. For 2 little while a sweet memory—” 

“Oh, phoof!” Laura grinned. “I wouldn* 
leave for anything in the world. Oh, look. 
Isn’t that terrible?” She pointed to 2 
woman’s hat in the window they were 
passing. “Let’s go in. They have men’s 
hats, too, and the one you're wearing makes 
you look like an eccentric pall-bearer.” 

“Give him an American type hat,” she 
ordered the clerk, anc then her eyes broke 
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,into little pieces as she looked at Peter. 


“You do love me, don’t you?” 

“Of course, I love you!” Peter turned 
on her furiously. “I love you too much! 
I love you so much that I won’t marry 
you.” 

“Did you ever in your life hear of any- 
thing so ridiculous?” she demanded of the 
clerk. 

“No, Madame.” He put a hat on Peter’s 
head. “This one’s very smart, Your High- 
ness.” 

“The brim’s too narrow.” Laura dis- 
missed it airily. “Why can’t you be frank 
with me?” she demanded. 

“There is no hope for us, ever,” he in- 
sisted. “It is the whole history of the Pa- 
naieffs. For three hundred years its women 
have been unhappy. The man’s love is deep 
but short. It bursts like a skyrocket and 
dies again.” 

“Pull that one down a little on the left 
—there,’ Laura interrupted. “You mean 
your love is like your accent. It comes and 
goes, comes and goes.” 

She was laughing at him as he paid for 
the hat but afterwards when they walked 
back to the hotel the laugh had gone even 
from her eyes. 

Victor was waiting for Peter when he 
walked into his suite. 

“My boy, I want to congratulate you on 
a beautiful performance,” he exulted. 

“Tt can’t go on, Victor,’ the boy turned 
on him suddenly. “I was coming to tell you 
tonight. T’ll tell her the truth, the whole 
story from the beginning. Funny, I’m not 
afraid of jail any longer.” _ 

He stopped as the telephone rang and 
Victor gave him the receiver with a mock- 
ing bow. 

“Tell her now,” he suggested. 

“Will you marry me?” Laura’s voice 
came over the wire, turning his heart to 
putty. “I can’t let you go away, and if you 
won’t ask me [ll ask you. I know you love 
me.” 

It was more than Peter could endure. 

“Yes I -do!” he cried. “I love you more 
than anything on earth. No, you mustn’t 
come down here. I’ll see you tonight.” 

He hung the telephone up and Victor’s 
sardonic smile met him. “You see?” His 
voice was exultant. “You see how easy it 
was ?” 

“Get out!” Peter said dully. “Get out!” 
But Victor was not to be dismissed so 
easily. There was the matter of the mar- 
riage settlement, say half a million before 
the ceremony and the other half after- 
wards, and so much for each child that 
might be born and so much— but Peter 
suddenly interrupted him. 

“Tt’s no use. I’m through!” he an- 
nounced. “You can call in the police now!” 

“That’s the trouble with a flawless plan,” 
Victor sighed. “There’s always a flaw in it. 
There are two in this one—your conscience 
and my luck. You can go now. What sat- 
isfaction would I get out of jailing you?” 

Peter stared unbelievingly at the pass- 
port pressed into his hand and then he 
squared his shoulders and left. He was free 
again but what did it matter, since he 
knew that never again as long as he lived 
would he be free of love. 

Victor managed to hold the sorrowing, 
gallant smile on his lips until the door had 
closed, then his triumphant laugh came as 
he went in search of Ridgeway. Funny how 
quickly the new idea had come to him; 
even as he despaired it had come, and now 
a new confidence was in his eyes as he 
knocked at the millionaire’s suite. 

It was all so simple; that drooping shrug 
of his shoulder, the shame in his voice as 
he told of the way Peter had fooled him 
with forged credentials and how aghast he 
had been when he discovered him a penni- 
less American. But he had done what he 
could to right the wrong he had so un- 
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wittingly caused them. He had sent him 
away and received his promise that he 
would never see Laura acain 

“As old as I am, 1 wowa give a xian 
dollars for five minutes in a locked room 
with that fellow!” Ridgeway stormed. “But 
what can I do now, Victor?” 

“T’ve already done it, sir.” Victor 
shrugged his shoulders. “The responsibility 
was mine alone. So I paid him the five 
hundred thousand francs he demanded.” 

Victor waved away the check the mil- 
lionaire made out to him and then as the 
other insisted, accepted it with the charm 
that made Victor the power that he was. 
But some of his assurance went as Laura 
came into the room. 

“You've got to prepare yourself for a 
shock,” her father warned her. “Your 
‘Alexis’ is a fake.” 

“But of course, he is, dear,’ Laura 
sighed patiently. “I’ve been waiting for days 
to have him explain to me so that I could 
explain to you. Now what have you done 
with him? Ill have to find him so I can 
propose to him all over again.” 

“You will not!” her father’s bellow could 
be heard on the Boulevard. ‘The man is an 
international adventurer !” 

“International, my foot!” Laura didn’t 
even look in a mirror as she put her hat 
on. “Don’t you think I’ve been out with 
enough Princeton men to recognize one 
when I see him?” 

But after all Laura had only inherited 
her wilfullness from her father, and he was 
an older hand in displaying will power than 
she was. Before Victor could stop him 
Ridgeway had called the prefect of police 
and ordered the arrest of the swindler call- 
ing himself Prince Panaieff. 

Laura was paying now for being the 
pampered only daughter of a millionaire, 
for being a spoiled darling whose every 
wish had been gratified, who had never 
known what a moment of worrying had 
been. Oh, yes, she was'-paying for all that 
adulation now, lying awake and fearful in 
her bed and despairing of ever getting 
the only thing she had ever really wanted 
in her life. 

When the telephone rang that morning 
she had summoned every bit of energy she 
had left to reach out listlessly for the re- 
ceiver, then as the excited prefect of po- 
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jagain, could feel the warm rush of blood 
| to her cheeks, the pounding of her heart. 
| “Keep him there!” She was dashing out 
jof bed as she spoke, her free hand unfast- 
jening her pajama jacket. “Ill be there 
right away. Don’t let him get away.” 

| But when she was ushered into the cell 
tier, she stared unbelievingly at the middle- 
aged man who glared back at her. 

“But who are you?” she managed to 
whisper at last. 

“Who am 1?” The man drew himself up 
iregally. “Is my whole life to be ruled by 
\erazy Americans? I am Panaieff, twenty- 
lfSve times related to the czars, five times 
‘legitimately! And my bargain called for 
silence, not jail. But you will pay for this 
‘outrage, you and Victor!” 
| Laura almost embraced the bars of the 
lcell as she leaned closer. 

“So Victor is in this?” she exulted. And 
‘then: “Tell me, how much do you want to 
jtalk about Victor and your bargain with 
fnim: 
| Even as he protested that he was a 
‘prince and a man of royal honor, he was 
|bargaining with her, and even Laura 
|gasped at the high price of getting royalty 
ito talk. 

“Wait here!” she demanded. “I'll be back 
| with the money.” 
| She almost collided with the gendarmes 

who were bringing an arrest into the sta- 
tion. She was so excited that she probably 
‘wouldn't have loked at the man if he 
hadn’t turned his head away so quickly. 
| “Darling!” She was rushing up to him 
then and Peter, after that first moment, 
‘didn’t have the courage to be as he had 
planned to be, cold and remote as if a mil- 
|lion worlds separated them. 

Instead he held his hand out and touched 
|hers, and somehow it wasn’t so hard to tell 
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Patricia. Walthall, daugnter of 
the late H. B. Walthall, famous 
film star, begins her screen 
career at the Warner Studio. 


her everything and with her eyes looking 
at him as if all those lost stars had come 
back again even his own part in the story 
no longer seemed despicable enough to sep- 
arate them. 


Victor’s charm was turned on full blast 
that evening as he walked into the dining 
room. Easy to be charming now with the 
money he had stolen safe in the cash box 


again. There wasn’t enough he could do 
for his guests that evening. 

Then suddenly he straightened, for sit- 
ting at a table were Laura and Peter, and 
with them were her father and her aunt, 
and as if to see them all so happy and gay 
together hadn’t been enough, there was 
Prince Panaieff too, raising a glass of 
champagne to his lips and his eyes ogling 
the middle-aged Margaret. 

Laura smiled disarmingly as Victor made 
his slow way towards them. 

“Dad tells me he gave you a little money 
for Mr. Lynch,” she said softly. “But Mr. 
Lynch doesn’t remember your turning it 
over to him. I think he would like it now 
with his caviar.” 

“Of course he would,” Ridgeway assented 
heartily. And his voice became almost con- 
fidential as he turned to Victor: “I’m giv- 
ing it to them for a wedding present. So 
hurry it up.” 

“Very good, sir!” Even though the mask 
had dropped over his face again, the charm 
was still there in Victor’s voice as he left 
them. Then in a moment he was _ back 
again bending low over Peter and laying a 
slip of paper before him. 

There was just a ghost of a smile on 
Victor’s lips as he moved away again, and 
Peter smiled a little too as he picked up 
the worthless check he had made out to 
Victor. But both Laura and Ridgeway had 
seen it and there was a glint in the mil- 
lionaire’s eyes as he took off his glasses 
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and laid them ominously beside his plate. 

But no one, not even a self-made man, 
strong and domineering, can fight a man 
with charm. Even as Ridgeway rose to 
go to Victor’s office the waiter was there 
beside him with a basket. 

“The wild strawberries, sir, from the 
Austrian Alps.” He almost smacked his 
lips as he set them before him. “With Mr. 
Victor’s compliments.” 

There was no resisting a gesture like 
that, so Ridgeway ate his own words and 
the strawberries too; and Laura and Peter 
smiled ecstatically as they moyed on to the 
dance floor and rediscovered heaven in 


each other’s arms; and Prince Panaieff’s 
eyes glowed as he lifted another glass of 
champagne with a czarist gesture towards 
Margaret. 

“Ah, but you are beautiful to-night, 
Mademoiselle!” he sighed. “Beautiful 
enough to be a princess!” 

The wild strawberry Ridgeway had just 
selected from the basket fell back into it 
with a soft little plop, and Margaret 
laughed at the look of consternation that 
came over him. 

“Get out your check book, Joe,” she gig- 
gled. “Here we go again!” 

THe Enp 


Gable and Taylor Rivals? 


Continued from page 25 


started I was at least what might be called 
a home-grown, or garden variety of actor. 
Sprouting in Akron, after coming down 
from the Ohio back-hills, I was just about 
as green as they come. With Taylor it 
was different. He came out of college, 
where he had played in the dramatic so- 
ciety. But it was simply the glamor of the 
theatre that got me. I'd sit pop-eyed in 
the gallery watching the actors and say, 
‘Oh, God, if I could only do that!” 

“T didn’t want to be an actor,” discloses 
Mr. Taylor. “But I did want to be the 
next thing to it, an orator. Maybe I just 
liked to hear myself talk. Be this as it 
may, I was strong on lung-power. When 
the dramatic society at Pomona was plan- 
ning to do ‘Journey’s End’ I was all set 
to go to an oratorical contest in Seattle, 
having already been to one in Detroit. I 
changed my mind for purely a sentimental 
reason. I took the part of Stanhope simply 
because that was my mother’s maiden 
name. But I thought it would be my last 
stab at acting. Not knowing there was a 
studio casting director in the audience. I 
was amazed when I got a letter from him. 
It meant just one thing to me—a job. Dad, 
who was a doctor, had died three months 
before, so my source of income stopped. I 
had to go to work, and here was a chance 
to make thirty-five dollars a week. After 
six months I was getting fifty, but felt I 
wasn’t anywhere and made up my mind to 
quit. A friend thought he could get me 
a job in a San Bernardino bank at sixty- 


five dollars a month. I was all for it when 
the studio pushed me into a picture. I might 
have been better off and a lot happier if 
Id taken the bank job. Then I could have 
settled down in a small place, probably got 
married and maybe raised a family. Of 
course, you can marry and may raise a 
family in Hollywood, but it’s lots harder.” 

“T’ve done all kinds of work and in look- 
ing for it gone more places than a Fuller 
brush man,” Mr. Gable tells you. “But 
acting is the only kind I really like. Tay- 
lor, in time, will probably get to feel the 
same way about it. So far as that goes, 
he has every reason to feel so now. Some- 
body has said, unless I’ve forgotten my 
lines, we live and learn. That goes for me 
in Hollywood. But I’ve probably learned 
more from men than from women.” 

On this point Mr. Taylor admits: “An 
actress can mean an awful lot to an actor. 
Tf he has any doubt about what to do she 
can key a whole scene for him and make 
it go—that is, if she’s a good actress. But 
Gable knows exactly what to do before 
he goes into a scene. He doesn’t need any 
help.” 

“Bob has come along like no other actor 
in the business,” warmly adds Mr. Gable, 
“and instead of looking on him as a rival 
I’m mighty proud of him,” 

“Clark is so big,’ glows Mr. Taylor, 
“that all I can do is look up to him.” 

So there they are—just like big and kid 
brothers! 


Our exclusive story tells about the Taylor-Gable "rivalry." Here's a story telling with- 
out words how Bob and Jean Harlow feel toward each other in ''Man in Possession." 


SCREENLAND 


a 


Hollywood Holiday 


Continued from page 31 


Ege STORY SO FAR 
Mar as a Drew didn't want 
is SO h appy 


i é 
onoce that sae 
wovIesS thal her 


to be an 


to be WE 


job as script 


« 


in the 


girl at ie of the smaller Studios is a 
complete sat isfaction—perhaps a step 
toward t being awriter. Marsha’s siudio 
borrows the very popular "Rupert 


Drake i star in a film, and she has 
the good luck to be assigned to hold 
script on the production. i odieder, sO 


far as Drake.is concerned, Marsha is 
just another person on the ‘set. But one 
. day a question of action in @ scene 
arises. Marsha setiles the point by 


proving that Drake is in error. He ac- 

cepis the correction. with perfunctory 
Pohieness. And that is all—unt il, later, 
Marsha irips and falls. Ii ts ‘Drake 
who rushes to help her to her feet. A 
conversation that ensues culminates in 
the popular siar eagerly inviting 
Marsha to dine with him at a br omi- 
nent café, and Marsha eagerly accepiing. 


and shimmering evening clothes danced by, 
most or them flaitering their partners by 
expressions of such happiness that it 
couldn’t be entirely real. And still Keith 
didn’t return. Marsha wanted to do some- 
thing about it—didn’t know what to do. 
She didn’t know anyone else there, except 
most casually. 

Just as she felt completely miserable, 
Keith came back. He came back gaily, non- 
chalantly, without even a murmur of apol- 
ogy. And he brought back a curious 
assortment of four people. A little man 
with a fatuous grin, a tall, lank man who 


looked vaguely disagreeable, and two rather | 


good-looking blonde girls. They had all 
met at the bar, it seemed. Keith had bought 
drinks—had insisted that the group come 
to his table. 


Marsha gathered, irom what everyone | 


said, that this was not an odd occurrence 
with Keith. He always 
bar, it seemed, and 


—and paying the bills without a murmur. 

Marsha thought the whole thing a bit 
odd—but then the whole evening was odd, 
anyhow. But 
when she saw that Keith had been drink- 
ing iar more than was good ior him. And 
he kept on drinking! 

She tried to remonstrate with him. It’s 
hard to tell a famous motion picture star 
that he’s on his way to getting drunk when 
youre no one but a script girl—and } haven't 
even been out with him before. Marsha’s 
rather timid advice was received with a 
bland smile. 

“Don’t you know that the more you tell 
-a man nof to drink the more he goes on 
drinking?” Keith smiled at her a bit un- 
steadily. = 

“\WWhat is the way to do?” 

“Just don’t say anything,” 


Marsha asked. 
said Keith. 


“That's the way I started to do,” said 
Marsha. “And it didn’t work.” 

“Nothing works,” said Keith, “if a man 
wants to drink.” 

Which got her exactly no place. And 


Keith took another glass of champagne. 

“Ts on account of Maria Griswold,” one 
of the blondes volunteered. Marsha knew 
Maria Griswold by sight—a pert little mo- 
tion picture star. 

“What do you mean? 
know. 

“She threw him over.” 

“Oh,” said Marsha, and couldn't help 
adding, “Why did she do that?” 

“Because he was drinking,” said the girl. 


*” Marsha wanted to 


wandered to the | 
) gathered together a | 
little crowd of his own, buying champagne | 


she did really begin to object | 
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It didn’t quite make sense. But then, 
nothing quite made sense all evening. 

When Keith was so drunk that he could 
hardly hold up his head—and so drunk 
that he was no longer ordering champagne, 
the others drifted away. Marsha was so 
ashamed! She didn’t care about herself. No 
one knew her. A script girl is just as in- 
visible socially as she is at the studio. But 
Keith Knowles was a _ star—important. 
People would look at him—see_ that he 
was drunk. It wasn’t until the Trocadero 
thinned out and Keith said he was willing 
to go home that Marsha gathered that 
everyone took Keith’s drinking for granted. 
That meant that he was drunk all of the 
time—too much of the time, anyhow. It 
was too bad. 

Keith took hold of himself, when he was 
ready to go out. His eyes were half closed 
but he managed to walk rather steadily. 
He got his hat from the girl with the 
lamp-shade skirt. They went outside. Keith 
ordered his car. 

“Do you want me to drive?” Marsha 
asked. 

Keith looked at her coldly. 

“Of course not,” he said. 

Marsha didn’t know what to do. She 
had driven with her friends when they'd 
had a few drinks—but she hadn't liked 
driving with them. But Keith actually 
was drunk. She couldn’t force him to. let 
her drive without making a scene. Ot 
course she could take a taxicab. She knew, 
instinctively, that that was the thing to do. 
But she didn’t do it. 

‘He'll be all right,” said the boy who 
brought Keith’s very smart car around. 
“He drives like this all the time.” 

She hated the boy’s tone. Condescending. 
A bit superior. To talk this way about 
Keith Knowles! 

Keith wasn’t too drunk to tip the boy 
too lavishly or to climb in and take the 
wheel. 

They started off. Down Sunset Boule- 
vard. Marsha sat as far away from Keith 
as she could. She didn’t say a word. Maybe, 
if she didn’t disturb him, everything would 
be all right. 

Keith drove in a fairly straight line. 
Most of the traffic lights had been turned 
off so Marsha didn’t know how capable 
he was of stopping the car. After the first 
few blocks he went faster—but he never 
got beyond forty-five miles an hour. That 
was fast enough, goodness knows, in the 
heart of Hollywood—but the streets were 
fairly clear. It was half past two in the 
morning. 

And then Keith turned off Sunset to 
reach the street where Marsha lived. The 
street curved now and was not well 
lighted. Marsha was afraid. She couldn't 
say “Be careful!” She already knew Keith 
well enough to know that was exactly the 
thing not to say. She couldn’t take the 
wheel. She couldn’t even say, “Let me 
out.” So she sat there, quivering a bit 
when Keith drove too fast around a curve 
—and hoped and hoped that nothing would 
happen. 

They were only two blocks from her 
apartment house! Only one more curve! 
Marsha dared to breathe a little easier. 
After all, maybe Keith wasn’t as drunk as 
he seemed. Didn’t the boy say he drove that 
way all the time? She was just a silly girl, 
didn’t know about life. Maybe stars weren’t 
like other people. 

A car came toward them. A big black 
car. The car swerved a little. Keith 
swerved a little. Marsha closed her eyes, 
put her hand over her mouth to keep from 
crying out. There was a crash, the horrible 
sound of breaking glass, of metal crum- 
pling. 

Three men got out of the other car. 
Marsha knew she had to do something— 
and had to do it right away. She never 
knew, later, quite how she thought of 
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things so quickly—nor how she did any- 
thing. 

She jumped out of the car, ran around 
to the back, opened the door on the left, 
gave Keith a mighty shove that landed 
him pretty well where she had been sitting 
a minute before. Luckily the street was 
very dark. Even more luckily, the men 
were busy examining the damage that had 
been done to their own car. 

Marsha tried to act casual—and as if 
she were just getting out of the driver's 
seat. 

“Well, we certainly hit!” she said. 

“Tt was your fault,” said one of the men. 
“You'll have to pay for this.” 

“Tt was not my fault,’ said Marsha. 
“Look, both cars are on my side of the 
road.” 

“You're to blame,” said the man. 

And suddenly Marsha thought of some- 
thing else. 

“Luckily no one was hurt,” she said, 
quickly. They looked at her. Looked at 
each other. Yes, it was too late to claim 
any physical damage. 

Then one of the men looked at her. 

“You weren't driving,” he said. 

“What do you mean?” asked Marsha. 

“A man—that man,” he said—and point- 
ed to Keith. 

“Don’t be silly,” said Marsha. “That’s 
my brother. He’s ill. He hasn’t been able 
to drive for weeks.” 

“Drunk!” one of the men said. 

Marsha looked at the three of them. De- 
cided to take a chance. 

“You're none too sober, yourself,” she 
said. “Don’t you dare make such an accu- 
sation! You've all been drinking!” 

The remark hit home. They sputtered. 

“Perfectly sober,” one said. And another, 
“Don’t say that to me.” 

“Then don’t say that about my brother 
being drunk!” 


Thyra Samter Winslow, author of 
ScREENLAND'S current serial suc- 
cess, ‘Hollywood Holiday,’ seen 
at work on a new screen play. 


“What's that about being drunk?” said 
Keith. “I know what I’m doing, I tell 
you. [—” 

Marsha looked at him. He was starting 
to get out of the car! That would never do. 
They might recognize him. Then there 
would be real trouble. As long as he was 
unknown they might be reasonable. If they 
found out he was a picture star they'd 
never let up. California laws are most 
stringent against drunken driving—as well 
they might be. Let them swear that Keith 
was drunk—and driving—and a huge fine 


—and undoubtedly a jail sentence—accom- 
panied by pages of the worst sort of pub- 
licity loomed ahead. Hollywood careers 
have been wrecked by less, as Marsha 
knew. 

She leaped into the car. 

‘Don’t get out!” she said, with seeming 
calm, to Keith. “You know what the doc- 
tor said about your getting excited.” 

“T’m not excited. What’s it all about? 
What you doing?” He put his hand on 
the handle of the door. 

“Stay where you are,” said Marsha. She 
looked at the men. She was almost in the 
shadow, there in the car. She turned away 
from them as much as she could. Would 
she be able? It was the thing she had to 
do! She’d never done anything like this 
before. She half-closed her eyes, doubled 
up her fist. She remembered she had always 
heard, “Lead with your left!” She couldn't 
do that, now. 

She put all of her strength into it. Gave 
a sort of wordless prayer. And, her move- 
ments hidden by her body, she gave Keith 
as strong a clip to the jaw—to that periect 
jaw she had wanted to touch just a few 
hours ago—as she could. 

He was still, then. She wondered if she 
had really knocked him out. Perhaps she 
had killed him! 

She slipped out of the car again. The 
men hadn’t watched her. They were still 
muttering. 

“Tet me see your license,” one said. 
Luckily, Marsha had put it into her eve- 
ning bag. She had done that without think- 
ing—because she so frequently drove her 
own car when she went out at night and 
liked to have her license with her. 

She handed the license to the man. He 
read it without special interest. He'd never 
heard of Marsha Drew. 

“Tet me see your license,” she said. He 
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| l’m afraid, 


handed his license to her. With a hand that 
trembled so she could hardly do anything 
she fished a pencil out of her bag, copied 
the number and name and address on a bit 
of paper. 

She handed back the license. Took back 
her own. Looked at the cars. 

Keith’s beautiful car was badly damaged. 
One fender was completely crumpled. The 
bumper was bent. The radiator was badly 
bashed in. The other car, large but not 
new, was hurt just about as badly. 

“Tll sue if you don’t pay for the dam- 
ages,” the man said. Marsha looked at 
him closely for the first time. He was 
badly dressed in an unpressed blue serge. 
He needed a shave. His brows were heavy. 
his eyes close together. He wasn’t the type 
you could be reasonable—or chummy with. 

“How foolish!” said Marsha. “For then 
Til sue. And then what will you have? 
gentlemen, that this is one 
case where you pay your own damages— 


| and watch a little more carefully the next 
| time you're driving.” 


“We won't pay for your car,” the man 
muttered. 

“Perhaps I’ll have to charge it off to 
hard luck,” said Marsha, “though I think 
you ought to pay.” She knew they’d be 
suspicious of her if she didn’t say some- 
thing like that. 

The men got into their car, still mutter- 
ing. Marsha got into Keith’s car—inio the 
driver’s seat this time. Luckily, neither car 
was damaged too badly for driving. They 
drove away. 

In front of her house Marsha stopped the 
car. Keith had come to—if he’d ever been 
really knocked out. He was groaning a 
little. 

“How do you feel?” Marsha asked. 

He opened one eye, looked at her—and 
she would have sworn he winked. Then he 
closed his eyes. 

“T feel like the devil,” he said. She 
would have given quite a lot to know what 
he was thinking about—if he were thinking 
at all. 

“T’ve locked your car. Here are the 
keys,” she said and gave them to him. He 
managed to get them into his pocket. 

“ll go in and call a taxi,’ she said. 
“You can send for your car in the morn- 
ing.” 
“All right,” said Keith, strangely acqui- 
escent. 

Marsha went quietly into her apartment. 
Eleanor was asleep in one of the wall beds. 
Tiptoeing—and speaking in a whisper, 
Marsha dialed the Yellow Cab Company, 


asked that a cab be sent immediately. She 
tiptoed down stairs again. 

The cab came in just a few minutes. 
Marsha didn’t have to explain anything to 
the driver. He was used to drunken o¢cu- 
pants of his car, it seemed. He helped 
Keith into the car. Keith was able to 
give his address. The car drove away. 

Marsha went up to her apartment again. 
She undressed slowly, quietly. Eleanor 
didn’t wake up. In her pajamas Marsha 
went to the window, looked out on the 
quiet Hollywood street. Funny! An odd 
ending to a Hollywood evening. A Holly- 
wood holiday. The accident had been slight, 
after all. She knew the man wouldn’t sue. 
But she knew, too, what trouble he could 
have made—and undoubtedly would have 
made had he known that the man who hit 
him was Keith Knowles, the movie star. 
And Keith drunk at the time! 

She had started out just a few hours 
ago so gay and carefree. And she’d been 
dancing at the Trocadero with Keith 
Knowles—and been in an accident with 
Keith Knowles—and knocked out Keith 
Knowles! Well, Keith wouldn’t be arrested 
or his reputation damaged. Not tonight, 
anyhow. 

She was still shivering a little as she 
crept into her little wall bed next to EI- 
eanor. She closed her eyes. 

Well, that was finished. She had been 
out with Keith Knowles. And so what? 
He had got drunk, And she had learned 
that he got drunk frequently. And Keith 
was in love with another woman. And that 
wasnt finished. And Marsha knew that, 
though it was perfectly ridiculous of her, 
in spite of the fact that Keith was a star 
and that he drank too much and that he 
loved someone else, she was in love with 
him. Hopelessly? Undoubtedly. But, for the 
first time in her life she was really in love. 
And that was just beginning. 

And, although she didn’t give it a sec- 
ond thought as she fell asleep, there was 
another thing that wasn’t finished. For, in 
front of her apartment house, for anyone 
to see who happened to be passing by, 
stood Keith Knowles’ automobile. And it 
was to stand there all night and well into 
the morning. And it was a well-known 
automobile, distinctive as to both color and 
number. The accident had happened on a 
dark street and the men hadn’t even taken 
the number of the car—or paid much at- 
tention to it. But the car stood directly 
under a light, now. And soon it would be 
daylight. Anyone who passed could notice it. 

(To Be Continued) 
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not give interviews to the Press and she 
hides out from her public. This makes 
Luise different from the big smile Give 
Girls. Luise, being one of the twenty-eight, 
is immediately pounced on by the Five 
Hundred who have just been bawled out by 
their editors for sending in tepid copy 
about Paula Stone, and a Roman Holiday 
of Rainer is begun. I don’t have to tell you 
what has been written about the lovely 
Luise who made such an exquisite O-lan 
that she still haunts me; you can read; and 
how those pet words “temperament” and 
“neurotic” were tossed about like a volley 
ball. Well, you might lke to know that 
when Luise first came to Hollywood, a 
lonely girl from Vienna, she was rather 
taken back by the frenzied goings-on in 
the film capital. She was a foreigner in a 
strange land and a strange tongue, with 
the most awful verbs in it, and she wanted 
to do what was right, but what was right? 


SCREENLAND 


Nice, kind Metro got an earful of Miss 
Rainer’s English and lifted an eyebrow and 
said Um-m-m-m. But before Metro had 
gotten around to calling on Miss Rainer 
officially she had already spoken a few 
pieces to the Press. She was having a bit 
of trouble with her tenses and her proper 
nouns, (they often became improper), and 
she always said “make” instead of “do.” 
The Press went into hysterics and quoted 
Miss Rainer as saying the most frighten- 
ing things. (When you confuse “make’’ 
with “do” you can be very frightening.) 
“But I did not say that,” Luise would 
weep when she read her interviews in the 
papers. “They misquote me, I am so 
ashame. They make me a fool. Please—” 
No one could resist that please, certainly 
not Mr. Mayer, so Luise was granted per- 
mission not to give any more interviews. 
And nice kind Metro, who was getting 
a bit worried about those “makes,” drew 
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a long deep sigh of relief. So did Luise. 

If you are inclined to be very shy and 
sensitive, naturally you don’t want people 
to burst out laughing right in your face, 
so Luise in self-defense kept away from 
people. This makes her definitely a Snooty 
Star. She has been studying hard and her 
English is much better now, but a burnt 
child dreads the fire. There is a rumor to 
the effect that Luise, overjoyed by the 
grand reception given her pictures, is ready 
to meet the Press and her public once 
more, but that Metro says No, A little 
episode that occurred the day of Luise’s 
wedding with’ Clifford Odets just might 
happen to explain things. Some one asked 
Luise where she was goine to spend her 
honeymoon, and the darling of Vienna, 
not quite certain of that word honeymoon, 
replied “Upstairs.” Before nightfall every 
paper in the country, practically, had 
carried the story. 


Because she couldn’t articulate well and 
didn’t know a good English vowel from a 
consonant, Greta Garbo became the great 
star she is today. When Greta first ar- 
rived in Hollywood she was all over the 
place. Shoppers along Hollywood Boule- 
vard could see a tall, gawky, foreign- 
looking girl gazing in store windows 
wistfully any time of day. She was about 
as elusive as a bill collector on the first 
of the month. If she got invited to a party, 
which wasn’t very often, she went. If 
Metro told her to pose with a couple of 
lions, she did. If anyone wanted to talk 
to her, she talked. But they couldn’t under- 
stand what she said, so it was embarrassing. 
Metro sort of suggested, in a nice way of 
course, that Greta should stay home and 
learn English and American ways before 
she talked any more to the Press and 
public; and Greta, eager to please, did just 
that. And then like a forest fire the Garbo 
myth swept the country. The lonely little 
Swedish girl who did so want to “belong” 
suddenly found herself an exciting woman 
of mystery. And once you become an ex- 
citing woman of mystery there’s nothing 
to do about it but remain elusive and keep 
your mouth shut. Nothing can spoil 
mystery so effectively as a good thick 
Swedish accent. So Garbo was sort of 
forced into becoming a Snooty Star, 
and whether she likes it or not is some- 
thing I don’t know; anyway it pays good 
dividends. Last year, returning from 
Europe, she decided that she could take 
on the Press of New York and of several 
cities her train passed through, but it was 
rather an unfortunate venture. The Press 
remarked that her hair was stringy, and 
her feet large. Nasty old Press. So Garbo 
went into hiding again as soon as she 
reached Hollywood, and wisely so. And 
she has a bona fide excuse now for dodg- 
ing her public—her health. Somewhere 
during the transition of a Swedish barber’s 
assistant into the most glamorous woman 
in the world Greta lost her natural robust 
health. As you could see readily in 
“Camille” she has become too thin for her 
own good. 

Katharine Hepburn, being a gal from 
Connecticut, with more knowledge of verbs 
and past participles than most of the Five 
Hundred, cannot blame her elusiveness in 
Hollywood on a strange language and a 
strange people. Katie and the Press simply 
got off to a bad start in Hollywood, and 
I guess the fault should be split fiity-fifty. 
Just as there are movie stars and movie 
stars there are writers and writers. When 
Katharine made her hit in “A Bill of 
Divorcement” RKO invited the writers in 
to interview their new discovery. The line 
formed on the right. But tnfortunately for 
RKO (who should have known better), 
Hepburn, and the Press in general, it so 
happened that the baddy writers were the 
ones who got first crack at Katie— and 
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jwhen she read their stories in the news- 
papers and fan magazines she burned to 
a beautiful crisp. And so would you. 
Everything that she had done since coming 
to Hollywood that was a little different 
from the things Anita Louise does suddenly 
showed up in print as Something Awful. 
What would you do in a situation like that? 
That’s just what Hepburn did. She called 
off further interviews. There’s nothing that 
miffs a person so much as being snubbed, 
so when the Press learned they were being 
given Little Alaska by Ja Hepburn they 
just sat up nights waiting for her to do 
something so they could take umbrage. 
Some of the many Hepburn stories are 
true, and some aren’t. It is not true that 
|she threw a bucket of water on Ginger 
Rogers’ new mink coat. It is true, I hear 
from eye witnesses, that when the waiter 
of a certain restaurant asked her to auto- 
graph a picture he had of her for his little 
daughter she tore up the picture. But it 
also happens to be true that she is adored 
by all the people who work with her on 
her pictures, from directors down to the 
lowest prop boy. Only last week I heard 
of an extra who had worked on “A Woman 
Rebels” tell of Hepburn’s kindness to her. 
It seems the girl was badly in need of a 
major operation, but like so many extras 
in Hollywood, didn’t even have next 
month’s rent, much less a doctor’s fee. 
Hepburn, noticing how pale she was on 
the set one day, sent her immediately to 
her own personal physician, and when he 
announced that an operation should be per- 
formed at once to save the girl’s life Katie 
made all arrangements with the hospital 
and paid all expenses, The studio knew 
nothing about this; it was not publicized. 
And it happens to be just one of many 
examples of the Hepburn generosity to 
those less fortunate than herself. 

Sylvia Sidney and Miriam Hopkins 
share Hepburn’s aversion to the candid 
camera and the pop-up photographer. It’s 
pride with the girls, and after all you can’t 
blame movie stars for having a bit of pride. 
Sylvia and Miriam are usually very nice 
about going into the studio gallery and hav- 
ing their pictures taken by the studio 
photographer all day if necessary. They 
are in make-up, they are movies stars, 
and those are the pictures they wish their 
, public to see of them. When they are not 
being movie stars they claim their private 
life is their own, and nothing makes them 
madder than to have a photographer sud- 
denly snap them when they are putting 
food into their mouths, or some other un- 
glamorous pose. When Sylvia travels, and 
she does constantly, she likes to travel in 
comfort; she usually wears baggy slacks 
and an old sports coat—but her public 
expects’ to see her in mink and tweeds, 
so naturally she dodges all photographers 
who meet the transcontinental trains. The 
photographers, extremely annoyed, tell the 
Press; and Sylvia, simply because she has 
a little pride, becomes a Snooty Star. 

Miriam Hopkins has very light eye- 
lashes—naturally, being a decided blonde; 
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so the candid camera that catches her 
without make-up simply makes her look 
like a prize albino. Miriam and the photog- 
raphers in Hollywood used to wrangle 
something terrible, with Miss Hopkins say- 
ing things and the boys saying things, 
but lately they have called a truce. When 
she is in make-up she is willing to pose for 
the boys for hours; when she is being a 
private person they are to let her alone. 
But just the same Miriam is still con- 
sidered a Snooty Star. 

Claudette Colbert has been called a 
Snooty Star because she won't give inter- 
views about her marriage or be photo- 
graphed with Dr. Pressman. But Claudette 
is only trying to protect her husband who 
is a well-known nose and throat specialist; 
and like all medical men has a horror of 
seeing his picture in papers and magazines, 
and reading silly little things about himself. 

Carole Lombard is called a Snooty Star 
because she won't give interviews about 
her romance with Clark Gable. But after 
all, Mr. Gable, though separated from his 
former wife for a long time, is not divorced, 
so it would be very bad taste indeed for 
Carole to shoot off her mouth. She won't 
do it, and rightly so. 

With little Simone Simon, snootiness is 
a defense mechanism. She, too, is a 
foreigner in a strange country. The story 
goes that when she first arrived in Holly- 
wood she had a talk with Marlene Dietrich, 
and Marlene told her that if she wanted 
to be a success in America she would 
have to be as snooty and as temperamental 
as all get out. Otherwise the Press would 
pay no attention to her. I don’t know how 
true the story is; but anyway Simone has 
done all right in grabbing space, if that’s 
what she wanted. Everything she does is 
supposed to be temperamental, and is spread 
over as many pages as possible by the 
eager Five Hundred, who simply pray for 
more stars like Simone. At present she 
is the Most-Talked-About Star in Holly- 
wood, both by the Press and by the stars 
themselves. Maybe she minds, and maybe 
she doesn’t, but she does seem a rather 
sad and lonely little person. She has no 
close women friends, no great “romance :” 
in fact, her only friends seem to be the 
Charles Boyers. You can hear Simone say- 
ing to herself, “So they don’t like me here. 
I’m French. I’m a foreigner. All right. 
So I don’t like them either. I'll take every 
cent I can get and go back to France.” 
Maybe I’m being too magnanimous, maybe 
I’m sprouting wings; but I do think that 
if Simone were handled properly she 
would not be a Snooty Star. 

But on the other hand, why not be a 
Snooty Star? You have lots more fun than 
the Give Girls. And get lots more copy. 
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Why Hawaii is popular. Just look how Bing Crosby's doing in this flash from 


OW aii Wedding." 


ENE RAYMOND was very much 

startled and no little embarrassed a 
couple of months ago when a most attrac- 
tive young girl rushed up to him as he was 
lunching at the Brown Derby and planted 
a kiss on his cheek, mumbling, “That's for 
Mary.” She then rushed away, leaving 
Gene in complete confusion. The other day, 
Gene was presented to Suzanne Kaaren, 
who plays with Joe E. Brown in “When’s 
Your Birthday.” Gene recognized her at 
once. ““Who in the dickens is Mary?” Gene 
wanted to know immediately after the 
introduction. “Why,” Suzanne blushed, 
“Mary’s my sister and I promised her 
when I left home if I ever saw you I'd 
give you a kiss for her!” And thata is 
thata ! 


ORKERS on the Warner lot found 

some excuse during the first day of 
production of “Public Wedding” to drop 
by the set and see just how things were 
going with Marie Wilson and her fiance, 
Nick Grinde. This romance has been hot- 
ter than hot for some time, but this is the 
first time Nick has ever had the oppor- 
tunity to direct the light of his life. 
Workers were somewhat disappointed to 
find everything going along in a more than 
business-like manner. 


ALTER BRENNAN, that grand 

actor, and Ray Jones, art supervisor 
at Universal, had a grand reunion while 
Ray posed Walter for still photographs for 
the first time since 1925. At that time, 
Walter was just a lad playing bits in pic- 
tures—and mostly tramps. There was one 
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Bing's charming pals are Martha Raye and Shirley Ross. 


time when the entire company, on location 
in Nevada, cerca in pullman cars on the 
railroad tracks for twenty-six days and 
nights, walking a mile every evening to 
take a bath at the local hot springs. It was 
the first time the boys had met since the 
old days. 


ASTRUe TREACHER, who’s played 
many a butler on the screen, found 
himself playing the role in real life last 
week. Seems Arthur’s house-boy was hurt 
in an automobile accident and refused to 
be separated from his master, so Arthur 
had him moved back to the house and in- 
stalled in his own room to recuperate. 
Arthur’s mother, who is visiting him, was 
also confined to her bed with the flu. For 
two days and nights, Arthur cared for the 
sick, carrying trays of orange juice back 
and forth, and wearing himself completely 
out. Finally, he borrowed his old maid, 
Bessie, for a couple of hours a day to re- 
lieve the tension. “Anyway,” allows Arthur, 
“it’s good practical training for my next 
part.” Which is one way of looking at it. 


LORIA STUART feels she was de- 

cidedly taken in the other day, when 
she paid for a lengthy “collect” telegram 
only to find it was from a fan in the East 
which went on and on to say how much 
he admired her work and ended by stating: 
“Am stranded here. Please send what you 
can.” Paul Muni had a letter from a young 
Japanese boy recently, also praising him 
for his work and adding: “Please send me 
transportation to your country so I can 
meet you.” 


AROLE LOMBARD doesn't like ter- 

mites, especially since they've prac- 
tically eaten up her studio dressing-room 
she’s clung to for so many years; but at 
least they've done her a good turn, in a 
way. What with Gary Cooper moving out 
of his quarters next door and going over 
to Goldwyn’s, the studio has consented to 
knock down the partition between the two 
rooms to enlarge Carole’s quarters to real 
star proportions. 


RED KEATING’S having the darnedest 

time with that huge Great Dane pup ot 
his. The latest development is a $200 per- 
fume bill he’s just been obliged to pay. 
Fred stopped by a drug store the other 
evening to buy a pack of cigarettes, with 
the dog in tow. The dog was curious, and 
started sniffing around, succeeding in 
knocking over a whole counter of perfume 
bottles with his tail en route. 


OAN BENNETT, looking more like a 

little girl than ever in the new short 
dresses, dancing at the Clover Club. Nancy 
Carroll, all in pale blue chiffon, dining at 
the same spot. 


peu era. FOWLEY, 20th Century's 
newest heavy, is proving to be one of 
the town’s most popular Romeos. In a 
period of ten days, he'd beaued around 
Marsha Hunt, Rochelle Hudson, June 
Lang, Helen Wood, Mary Dillon (so- 
cialite) and Martha Raye. Incidentally, he 
thinks Martha Raye is too, too wonderful ! 


ARES Marlene Dietrich returned from 
her recent trip to England, the first 
person to greet her as she stepped from 
the train was her make-up artist, Dot 
Ponedel. They’ve been great friends for 
years and Dot frantically arranged her 
work so she could get to the train to meet 
her favorite person. And Marlene was that 
pleased! 


ILL GARGAN is building at Palm 

Springs, not only one but two houses. 
One will be a permanent vacation home 
for the family and the other will be re- 
served for guests. We'll come down and 
see you sometime, Bill! 


T’LL be wedding bells, soon, I’m told, for 

Shirley Ross and Eddie Anderson—at- 
tractive assistant director and former air 
pilot. 


pet, and 
here he is, snuggling in the arms 


June Lang has a new 


of his owner—one of the 
screen's prettiest young actresses. 


THE CUNEO PRESS, INC>, U. S.A. 


SISTIBLE LIPLURE 


O YOU have a dream picture of yourself — 
lovely, radiant, alluring? You adored and he 
adoring? Let your dream picture come alive witha 
perfume as ardent and as irresistible as the real you! 


Irresistible Perfume is a perfume made by artists in 
allure. It does thrilling things to you, and for you. 
It is the choice of glamorous women everywhere — 
women who are wise in the ways of perfume and 


who find romance in life. 


Tonight, try Irresistible Perfume, and Irresistible 
Lip Lure in the exciting new shades. You'll be 
sparkling, electric, ready to conquer the world 

and the man! To be completely 
| ravishing use all of the Irresistible 
1 taht L >. Beauty Aids. Certified pure 
vue Mie laboratory tested and approved. 
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